Desire pulled him to her... 
destiny drove him away. 
Until at last they came together 
in a raging fury 
of breathless love. 
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doubt you're anxious to have your little Natasha to 
yourself, but we must allow her time to recover from 
her long journey.” 

“I am a bit weary,” Natalya admitted. 

“Of course you are. You must let me take you to 
your suite.” Princess Demidova slipped her arm 
through Natalya’s. “You will enjoy a hot bath and a 
long rest before it’s time to prepare for our little 
party. You can spend the evening on Igor’s arm, and 
after that you'll have the rest of your lives to be- 
come better acquainted.” 
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Tasha nodded eagerly and leaned closer to his 


“You must know that your father is a very powerful 
man, with influential friends throughout the Empire. 


church. You'll have sufficient opportunity to ask 
the lieutenant questions some other time, Tasha.” 
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Olga hesitated uneasily. “As I've told you before, I 
don't really know.” 
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Tasha grasped the old woman's hand and squeezed 
it gently. “Olga,” she said softly, “why won't you tell 
me more? I can sense that you are keeping 
from me, and I am beginning to suspect 
some sort of scandal attached to Monsieur Lisovsky.” 
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Jared, carrying Tasha’s limp body, followed at a 


distance. At the foot of the ladder, he turned down 
walked on to the next door. Shifting Tasha’s weight to 


one arm, he opened the door and stepped into his 
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of my everything.” 

Jared’s eyes widened in incredulity as her accusa- 
tions became clear. The day's chase had been fruit- 
less. He was tired, and anxious to return the girl to 
her own ship. She had already caused problems 
his crew, the captain, and, to 
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Chapter Eleven 


1863 
, more than a month after T 


It was Sunday. 
rescue from the sea. 


's 
’s cabin, and now 
‘asha de- 


Jared had already eaten dinner 
121 


he sat moodily in his stateroom, watching T 


with the other mates in the captain 
vour the portions he had brought her. 


Even with the barrier he had created between 
them, his desire for her had not diminished. Worse, it 
was stronger than ever. He wondered if she had any 
pape we se lyn fea 1a Ties 

, accenting curve. Her 
hair, burnished by frequent use of the hairbrush she 
had found in his chest, flowed over her shoulders. It 
had the soft, inviting texture of black velvet. How 
he longed to bury his hands within that hair, and to 
crush her to him! 

He fervently hoped they would soon have their full 
catch of bowheads. Then the Freedom could sail 
south, and he could leave the little temptress in New 
Archangel. Surely, once she was off the ship, he could 
get her out of his mind. 

The lookout's shrill cry interrupted his m 


“Blows! There she blows! There she whitewaters!” 


“But if all the men are off in the whaleboats, who 
can possibly bother me?” 

“They won't all be gone. There are always the ship- 
keepers—the cooper, the blacksmith, and a few oth- 
ers—to tend to things while we're gone. I wouldn't 
want you up on deck if I'm not there to protect 
you. 


“But you never take me up there! Even when you 
re around to protect me. I think you're ashamed you 
fished me out of the sea!” She pushed out her lower 
lip in a hurt pout. 

Se ee 
a.” 
“Then at least promise to take me on deck when 
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He gave us quite a ride, all right, but it was 
we couldn't handle. That's one whale that 

be towing any more whaleboats.” 

destroyed him?” Tasha wondered why her 

why she felt sympathy for a creature 

have been the very one that wrecked the 
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Fe 
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course we finished him! That's what we're out 
here for. Don’t tell me you think I'm a murderer for 
that?” 
“No.” She laughed self-consciously. “Of course not.” 
Jared shrugged. “I can see why Captain Dawson 
doesn’t like women on his whalers. I guess all this 


decency. Anyway, I just came down to see if I could 
get you something. Mr. Andrews’s boat just brought 
in another bowhead, so with two of them to take care 
of I'll probably be on the cutting stage all night, and 
most of tomorrow, too.” 

Tasha squared her shoulders and turned to face 
him. “I'm coming with you.” 

“What?” Jared shook his head incredulously. “I don’t 
think you know what you're saying. Just a minute 
ago you were upset about us killing the whale and 
now you want to watch us hack it up!” 

“I just want some fresh air! You promised to take 
me on deck when you returned.” 

“I did not promise you anything. Listen, Tasha, I 
don’t think this would be the best time for 
to be wandering around.” 
don't intend to wander around. I do have enough 
to keep out of the way, you know. And this 
probably be the best possible time for me to 
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to mop his brow with his 


forearm, Jared 


standing rigidly by the rail. Even in 


at Tasha, 
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Still gazing back at Tasha, Jared turned 


, sir.” 
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tried 
as he 
his 
shoulders. Straining under the sud- 
t, Tasha stumbled and fell face 
the deck, bringing Jared sprawling be- 
hs Jased, I'm so sorry!” she cried tearfully. “Here, 


Hie 
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let me help you to get up.” In vain, she tugged at his 


arm. 

gy sar We — his teeth myaee or 
pain. “I'm too vy Next thing you 
injered too—#f you arent xiready.” 

“But we must get you to your 


remaining distance to the companionway. Reaching 
pach ig BO rma a ig ts 
rung the er, step step, 
descended to the passageway and crawled to the door 
of his stateroom. 

Inside the room, he managed to pull himself half- 
way up onto his bunk, murmuring his thanks to Tasha 
as she strained to help him the rest of the way. 

After making sure he was as comfortable as pos- 
sible, she lit a candle so she could unwind the make- 
shift bandage. At the first glance, she gasped in alarm 
en was soaked through with dark red 

Jared forced a smile and squeezed her hand weak- 
ly. “Go to the galley—above the captain's cabin—for 
some hot water to cleanse the wound,” he directed. 
Tasha was at the door when he added, “But first, 
there’s a flask of rum in my sea chest. Could you 
bring it to me?” 

She nodded silently and searched in the chest un- 
til she found the flask. She supported him in a half- 
sitting position while he gulped three long swallows 
of the strong liquor, then hurried out to find the gal- 


When she returned, carrying a pot of boiling wa- 
ter and some clean linen towels she intended to use 
for fresh bandages, Jared’s eyes were closed. The half- 
empty flask lay on its side next to the bunk. 

Fearing the worst, Tasha rushed to him with a cry 
of anguish. But as she lay her head on his chest, a 
shallow movement assured her that he was. still 
breathing. With a sigh of relief, she began removing 
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He had spent countless evenings swapping stories 
of amorous conquest with the other mates, but he 
knew he would never tell anyone about his moments 
him and fantasize as they wished about the Russian 


wench in his stateroom—he would neither confirm nor 
deny their conjectures. 


After watching her struggle for a few moments 
with the buttons at the back of her dress, Jared com- 


manded softly, “Come here, I'll do that for you.” 


Shrugging, she went to perch on the edge of the 


134 


AaE gs 


H it 


3 
: 


ee 


f 


bz 


H 


ult 


ie 


ft 


262 


RIE 


a: 


a i 


Z 


ae ag a 
Tf ; a3 Gh i Ht 
| ail ata lidgh 


. af ‘ 
7 ine Han itis 
if Sree at Hie 


eee oes cad eatas abies 
alae aa Ber eran ge eR I 


“I understand, sir,” Jared said quietly. 


“However, I would prefer to think of this incident 
as a bit of ill fortune—brought about by our passen- 


ger here. I've always said women are bad luck on 
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my accident.” 

“Mr. Northrup!” Captain Dawson interrupted, 
“When I want your opinion, I will ask for it. However, 
we needn't concern ourselves overmuch with the ques- 
tion, for our guest will be leaving us soon enough. 
We'll be sailing back south in a few days. The first 
whale yielded almost eighty barrels of oil, and the 
second also looks to be well above average size. With 
I think it's wise to sail south before 
the ice begins to close in.” 


in. 

The captain rose, “Perhaps when your little visitor 
is gone, you will be better able to concentrate on your 
work, Mr. Northrup. At any rate, I suggest that you 
make every effort to recover quickly, since I will be 
forced to record a deduction from your lay of the 
profits for each day’s work you miss. Good day.” 
Without even a backward glance at Tasha, Captain 
Dawson left the stateroom. 

For a moment, Tasha sat in stunned silence, absorb- 
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Jared chuckled. “I would hardly put it that way, 
Tasha. I'll agree the man is a bit harsh, but he’s hardly 
an executioner.” 

“You know what I mean,” she cried. “Do you think 
he'll force me to leave the Freedom?” 

“I think he intends to leave you off in New Arch- 
angel, as we always knew he would.” 

“But I don’t want to go to Novoarkhangelsk!” she 
wailed. 

“Don't be silly. Of course you do. If I recall correctly, 
that is precisely why you were aboard the Ayan.” 
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“No, no,” she protested. “I never wanted to go to 
Novoarkhangelsk. It was my father’s way of getting 
rid of me because he hated my mother and he hates 
me. I don’t even know anyone in Novoarkhangelsk.” 

“But apparently someone there knows you. You did 
tell me you were expected.” He grasped her shoul- 
ders, gently her away from him and looked 
into her troubled eyes. “Be sensible, Tasha. You can't 
just stay aboard the Freedom.” 

“Why can’t I?” she started to sniffle. 

“Because a hellship is no place for a lady. eer tion 
terday you were complaining about how cramped and 
bored you were staying in this stateroom all the time.” 

“But Jared, that was before!” 

“Before what?” he demanded harshly, inwardly 
cringing at his own cruelty. 

“Never mind,” she whispered hollowly, “if you don’t 
know, there's no sense in my saying more. 

Jared looked away, unable to bear the hurt look in 
her eyes. “Tasha,” he said slowly, “last night should 
never have happened. I'm sorry, I shouldn't have—" 

“Don't!” she shouted, jumping off the bunk and 
going to stare out the port. “Don’t destroy it com- 
at acete even if 

to hope you cared as much as I.” 

“Tasha” Jared sighed, stru g to pull himself to 
his feet. He hobbled toward her, wincing as the pain 
shot up his leg. “Try to understand. You are very beau- 
tiful, and I do care a great deal for you.” 

“If you cared for me, you wouldn't be so anxious to 
be rid of me!” she snapped. 

“That is where you are wrong. For weeks, I've strug- 

against my desires for you, wanting to spare you 


that struggle—and I will regret it for the rest of my 
ie atidinks cates Leeaaalen upettioael 
any more of your life.” 
“It seems to me you are already doing quite a fine 
job of ruining it!” 
He put his hands gently on her shoulders. “Can't 
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be among your own people.” 

“How can you presume to tell me what I need? I'm 
not a girl any longer! I'm a woman! I'm old enough 
to know what I want and what I need!” 

Jared smiled sadly. “You are most certainly a wom- 
an, Tasha. A wonderful woman. No one knows 
that better than I. But you still have a great deal to 
learn about life—even about love.” 

“Well, it’s clear that you won't be the one to teach 
me!” She whirled away from the port. “I doubt that 
you know anything about love. In fact, I suspect that 
you've spent too many months in the Arctic waters— 
your heart seems to have turned to ice!” 

Looking straight ahead, she stomped from the state- 
room, slamming the door behind her. Only when she 
reached the deck, did she surrender to the tears 
brimming in her eyes. 


The voyage south, through the Bering Straits, around 
the Aleutians and into the Alaskan Sea, took almost a 
month. To Tasha, it felt like a lifetime. 

At first she was determined never to return to Jared 
Northrup’s stateroom. But after her first cold, wet, al- 
most sleepless night on deck, huddled among some 
coils of rope, she doubted the wisdom of her decision. 
Rising stiffly in the morning, she stumbled down the 
companionway leading to the officers’ quarters. 

She hesitated outside of Jared’s door, then slowly 
opened it and looked in. To her relief, Jared was no- 
where in sight. As she let herself in, her relief quickly 
changed to anger. If he was strong enough to be up 
and about, she thought bitterly, he could have come 
looking for her and spared her the night of agony. 
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man. 

Jared did not return to the stateroom until evening, 
when he hobbled in with a dish of salted codfish and 
_ SF game eg yee naennt me ds aay 

Tasha thought she saw a shade of compassion in 
his blue eyes, but she quickly tumed away, refusing to 


Still she refused to give any indication that she 

heard him. 

He slammed the plate down on the desk and 
the door to the passageway with an angry 


| 
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spoke a word to 

For her part, Tasha averted her eyes whenever he 
entered, and refused to eat until he had left. She 
would not have him think she was grateful for the 
food. After all, even an imprisoned criminal was ac- 
corded meals as a basic right. 

One evening, just as Jared opened the stateroom 
door to bring in Tasha’s supper, Captain Dawson 
called to him the passageway. “Mr. Northrup, 
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opportunity to dispose , 

“Your pardon, sir, but the girl was not bound for 

EMiaeeeiee te on ee ee 
an 


“They're both part of Russian America. What dif- 
ference does it make?” 


makes much difference, North- 
Russian America has 

for American whalers in 
New Archangel. In fact, I doubt that it would even be 
safe for us to sail into New Archangel’s harbor.” 

“I'm sure it would be, if we made it known we had a 
Russian citizen on board. The governor might conse- 
quently be so pleased with our gallantry that he 
would open the harbor to us in the future.” 

“Hmmm .. .” The captain pondered Jared's state- 
ment. “You are very persuasive, Mr. Northrup. Are you 
sure you're not just trying to buy more time with the 
wench? I imagine she makes a rather pleasant play- 
thing for a hot-blooded young man such as your- 
self.” 


Jared’s voice was controlled. “I can assure you, 
sir, that I am every bit as anxious as you to be rid of 
her. Perhaps even more anxious.” 

“Very well, Mr. Northrup. Ill give the order to 
make sail for New Archangel. But if there are any 
incidents, I shall hold you personally responsible.” 

“Fair enough, sir.” Jared turned and walked back to 
eee ee SE Pe ee er 

He flashed her a wry grin. “Listening, eh?” 

Suddenly all the anger and hurt that had been 
brewing in her for weeks erupted, and Tasha broke 
her self-imposed silence. “You may tell your cap- 
tain,” she spat, “that Kodiak is close enough! I 
wouldn’t want you to be troubled any longer than 


necessary—and I won't be used as a pawn to curry 


favor with the of the colony.” 
Jared primar marie larapinn oo cee: 
home of a Mr. Lisovsky in New gel, and I 


intend to see you safely delivered. I only hope the 
poor man is prepared for the likes of you! Now eat 
your supper. It's already getting cold.” He dropped 
the dish on the desk and stomped out of the state- 
room. 
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the third mate, knocked timidly at the stateroom 
door. “Captain Dawson requests your presence on 
deck, miss. We're nearing Sitka Sound, and he thinks 
you might be needed to speak Russian if we're chal- 

“You mean he orders me on deck to be used as a 
peacemaker, don’t you?” Tasha responded bitterly as 
she the door. 

“I—I didn’t say that. I'm just repeating the captain 
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ting. 
“Well, young lady,” the captain greeted her, 
tone more jovial than she had ever heard it, “we'll 
soon have you installed in your home.” 
“It's not my home, sir,” she replied briskly. “My 
home is near Moscow.” : 
“Harrumph.” He turned away from her irritably. 
“I would think a woman in your tion could try to 
be a bit more grateful. Russian baggage!” 
he growled. 


Ignoring his remark, Tasha turned away. She 
tioned herself at the rail a short distance from 
men, and got her first breathtaking view of the island 
she thought marked the end of her journey. 

As they entered Sitka Sound, Mount Edgecumbe 
on Kruzof Island towered over them to the left, 
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first Jared, then Tasha, through narrowed eyes. “Very 
well, Mr. Northrup, if you can persuade our Russian 
friend to transport you, you have my permission to 
accompany the girl. But the Freedom will go no near- 
er the town. I've no desire to sample the governor's 
cannon, nor to remain in unfriendly waters through 
the night. We will sail by sundown. See that you are 
back before then.” 

“Aye, sir.” Jared turned and ordered the lowering 
of a rope ladder. Before Tasha could protest, he 
climbed down and into the pilot's waiting bidarka, 
then stood aside to assist her. 

The pilot looked dubiously at his extra passenger, 
but did not challenge him. Tasha stared at the 
proaching shoreline, refusing to acknowledge J s 
presence. Let him accompany her if he wished! He 


“I can’t see that that is any of your affair.” 
“Perhaps not,” he shrugged. “But I'll come along just 
the same.” 
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to call tomorrow, at a more appropriate hour. 


cocked her head expectantly at Tasha, and Tasha 
nodded energetically, pointing to herself as she re- 
peated, “Da, da, Tasha Demidova!” 

At that moment a pleasant, mellow voice came from 
within the house, demanding in Russian, “What is 
the disturbance out there, Xenia?” 

“Tasha Demidova! Tasha Demidova!” the old wom- 
an cried excitedly. 

“What?” The voice came nearer and a tall blond 
man Tasha judged to be in his forties appeared be- 
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hind Xenia. “Tasha?” he asked, his blue eyes showing 
stunned disbelief. 

She nodded hesitantly, fearful that something about 
her appearance offended him and he would reject 
her. 

“Tasha!” he repeated joyously, pushing aside Xenia 
as he rushed to embrace her. Exuberantly, he kissed 
her on each cheek, then crushed her to ee oe 
God, girl, I never dreamed you might still Sevalive 
It's been almost two months since we received news 
of the Ayan’s disaster. And word was that there were 
no survivors. I never dared hope you would still turn 
up!” 

He stepped back, holding her at arm’s length 
while his eyes traveled searchingly over her features, 
“But I should have known at first glance who you 
were. You look exactly as I remember your dear moth- 
er.” 

Tasha thought she detected a special softness in his 
tone when he mentioned her mother, and she could 
not keep herself from asking, “Were you close to my 
mother, sir?” 

The man hesitated before answering in a barely 
audible whisper. “Yes, Tasha, for a time I like to 
think we were very close.” 

Satisfied that he was leaving Tasha in good hands, 


comfortably furnished and staffed by a group of Creole 
servants. 


Xenia, the housekeeper who had greeted Tasha at 
the door, bustled off to order a hot bath for the girl, 
while Mikhail led her into the drawing room, where 


a gleaming brass samovar bubbled with welcoming 
tea. 


“To think you are here at last,” he said, handing her 
a glass of tea in a filigreed holder, “After I had de- 
spaired of ever knowing you.” 

ge ta self-consciously. haps Pete gy 
tainly of reaching you. at 
first,” she admitted, relaxing under his warm smile, 
“I was not at all sure I wished to come to Novo- 
arkhangelsk.” 

“Why was that?” Lisovsky asked gently. 

Tasha shrugged. “I thought it was a trick of papa’s, 
just to send me away. I could not imagine you 
would want me hére. And I hated leaving my home.” 

“Did your father mistreat you?” Lisovsky's eyes 
sparked, though his tene remained steady. 

“Not exactly,” Tasha replied slowly, suddenly un- 
sure of what to say. “I suppose we simply did not 
understand one another. After all, we saw very little 
of each other. I grew up at Birchwood, while he 
spent most of his time in Moscow. Still,” she continued 
cautiously, “I always had the feeling he was unkind 
to mama.” 

Lisovsky’s expression became stormy, and he 
pressed his lips tightly together. 

Geneing thee it, weoakd Sep; bast to: change the: ents 
ah asked quickly, “But why did you send 
or me 


He blinked at her, as if jolted from a trance, then, 
chodsing his words carefully, said, “Your mother was 
very special to me. After I learned of her death, I 
was anxious to meet you—to have some part of her 
near me, 

Tasha nodded seriously. “Olga told me you were a 
distant relation of mama's.” 


11 


“Yes.” He hesitated. “We were distant cousins. You 
may call me ‘uncle,’ if you wish.” 

“Uncle Mikhail,” Tasha softly tested the name, then 
nodded happily. “Yes, I like that very much.” 

“Good,” Mikhail smiled broadly. “I hope you will 
consider this your home, Tasha. You are free to stay 
here as long as you wish—but I hope that you will 
never choose to leave.” 


for 

ica. Workers in the city constructed everything from 
the frames of the ships to the engines, and sold many 
of the completed steamers to companies in the United 
States. In addition, the Russian-American Company 
carried on a lucrative ice-trading business, shipping 
hundreds of thousands of pounds to California each 


year. 

Most days Mikhail left Tasha to amuse herself while 
he was busy with company meetings, overseeing ship- 
ments, checking books, or planning for future ship- 
ments. He clearly loved both his work and his 
location, and Tasha could not help but find his enthu- 
siasm infectious. While the last days of fall lingered, 
she spent hours strolling in Novoarkhangelsk’s spa- 
cious public gardens, located only a few blocks from 
the Lisovsky house, where she enjoyed the season's 
late-blooming roses and bright, hardy chrysanthe- 
mums. Occasionally, despite Mikhail’s warnings not to 
wander too close to the Indian village, she ventured 
beyond the gardens to the winding paths along the 
Kolosh River. There, among the towering pines 
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and cedars, and the ferns and mosses that carpeted 
the forest floor, she felt most at peace. 

To Tasha’s delight and amazement, winter in Novo- 
arkhangelsk was milder than any she had ever before 
experienced. Even the occasional light snows did 
not accumulate in drifts against the houses 
melted and disappeared within a two 
falling. Mikhail explained that much 
experienced dreadful winters, such as 
supposed plagued all of Russian America, but Novo- 
arkhangelsk was blessed with the combined warming 
effects of the Japan Current and the protection of- 
fered by several small islands to the west. 

That December, Ivan Furuhelm—a Finnish minin 
engineer who had governed the colony for the past 
four years—retired, and was replaced the Prince 
Dmitri Maksutov and his youthful wife, Adelaide, 
the daughter of his English instructor at Kronstadt. 
Soon afterward, Tasha was thrilled to be invited to ac- 
company Mikhail to Baranov Castle for a holiday ball. 

As they éntered the castle, her eyes widened at the 
sight of the huge brass chandeliers and elaborate brass 
hinges on the doors. She followed the other ladies into 
the drawing room to sample the fresh caviar and sal- 
mon, the vodka punch and other appetizers set out 
on long tables before the mirror-lined walls. 

At the same time, the men were sampling zakooska 
in an adjoining salon, so without Uncle Mikhail, Tasha 
found herself among strangers. 

The other ladies smiled indulgently at her, openly 
appraising her youth. Then they turned to gossip 
among themselves, as if she no longer existed. Listen- 
ing to the women titter about their husbands and 
lovers, Tasha began to feel more and more misplaced. 
A strange emptiness swept over her, and for the first 
time since her arrival in Novoarkhangelsk, she thought 
longingly of Jared. Where was he at that moment, she 
wondered? Probably on some tropical island, being 
entertained by a Polynesian beauty. 

She refused to think more of him—these women 
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dancers whizzing by. 

As Nikolai Voronin had explained to her in Mos- 
cow almost a year ago, the social system in Novoar- 
khangelsk was of aless rigid order than that of European 
Russia. Creoles held government and company posts 
that were as high or even higher than those held 
by the full-blooded Russians, and were considered so- 
cial equals. Though many Russians and Creoles were 
fluent in French, and even English, Russian was 
the accepted language in socicty here. 

Tasha sat for more than half an hour, watching her 
Uncle Mikhail dance by with numerous, adoring wom- 
en. He seemed oblivious to their charms. She was 
beginning to feel like a detached observer when 
she heard a deep voice asking her to dance. 
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ing young and attending your first ball in a new city. 
But I can assure you, when you meet a young man 
who strikes your fancy, you will find yourself ready to 
dance till dawn.” 

Tasha cringed, but bit back the urge to tell him she 
would never meet such a man. Her reaction did not 
pe sonations and thei geinde: chaighied.o4-beiwetched 


“It's obvious you doubt my words. But perhaps the 
hazards encountered in your trip have left you 
somewhat cynical. Your uncle tells me you were ship- 
wrecked and then had to spend some time on an 
American whaler. I hope the whalemen did not mis- 
treat you in any way?” 

His tone was sincere, and Tasha flushed uneasily 
as she answered. “No. The quarters were 
cramped and uncomfortable, but nothing more har- 
rowing than that.” 

“Good. Then perhaps we should simply attribute 
your doubting nature to your youth.” He paused, 
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She lay awake, pondering Mikhail’s pained revelation, 
and wondering about the woman who had affected 
him so deeply. It was hard for her to accept the fact 
that a man could suffer as much as a woman from the 
whimsical workings of love, but she could not doubt 
the truth of Mikhail’s story. 


er’s unhappiness, and her own short, disillusioning 
encounter with Jared, this new knowledge made her 
even more sure of her decision. 

Perhaps she could admit to loving kind Uncle 
Mikhail—in the way she had always wished to be able 
to love a father—but there could be no place in her 
life for romance. But why did Jared’s face—his hair 
bleached almost white from the sun and salt spray, 
his blue eyes laughing—haunt her as she finally drift- 
ed into sleep? 


Tasha never was to have her discussion with the gov- 
ernor’s wife. 

Princess Maksutova was taken ill and died of a 
bronchial infection soon after the ball, bringing all 
dinners, receptions, and other social events at Baranov 
Castle to an abrupt halt. 
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began inviting a few of Isk’s prominent 
citizens, among them Mikhail , to the castle. 
But there were no 


self in one of the books from his extensive library. 
Other evenings she played the rosewood piano in the 
drawing room, amusing herself and delighting the 
household with the pieces she had learned as a child 
at Birchwood. 

One rainy evening in April, as she finished a par- 
ticularly intricate piece by the composer Glinka, 


hind her. She turned to see her uncle, his eyes beam- 
ing with approval. 

“I don’t know how the household got on before 
your arrival, Tasha,” he said, coming forward to 
rest his hands lightly on her shoulders. “This piano 
has always sat silently—just another useless piece of 
furniture for Xenia to polish. But you have brought it 
to life, as you have given life to everything and every- 
one within my house—and most of all, to me.” 

Touched by his pronouncement, Tasha looked 
away, blinking at the candlelight flickering across the 
keyboard. “Uncle Mikhail, you mustn't flatter me so. I 

ve you no more than you have given me; indeed, I 
ear it has been far less,” 

“No, dear child,” he whispered, squeezing her 
shoulders affectionately, “I am sure you can never 
fully realize just how much joy you give me by your 
very presence and by your generous affection.” 

Tasha swallowed a lump in her throat, wondering 
again what kind of woman could have denied him 
her affection. Forcing a smile, she looked up at his 
frilled white silk shirt, the freshly pressed blue suit, 
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evening. The governor asked me to join him and a 
few’ others for billiards, and I felt it would be indeli- 
cate to refuse the invitation.” 

“Please don’t be concerned about me, uncle. I'm 
satisfied to stay home and entertain myself.” 

“But I am concerned. You should be out among 
people your own age, not hidden in this house with 
the servants.” 

“I grew up in a house where servants were my 
only friends. I was very happy there. And,” she added 
sincerely, “I am very happy here.” 

Ee Sey Vee eee 
raised her chin to gaze into her eyes. “Grew up, did 
you say? My dear little Tasha, 
been through, you are still hardly more than a child. 
A lovely, beautiful tiful, enchanting one. oe much like 
your mother the last time I saw her.” A special soft- 
ness came over his face as he mentioned her mother, 
and for a moment he gazed at Tasha silently. Then he 
shook his head and shrugged. “But then, I suppose 
I shall always think of you in that way.” 

His lips touched her forehead in a gentle kiss. “T'd 
best be off. Perhaps in the summer, when the rains 
have diminished somewhat, we can host our own 
party to see that you are properly introduced to so- 


ter another. Finally, she selected a book of verse from 

anes Means at ent Span Se 

Bathed and dressed in a snowy white flannel night- 

gown, Tasha bid good night to Theodosia, the elderly 
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his hands move down her body, tracing the smooth 
curve of her hips before sliding inward to tantalize 
her more. 

“Don't,” she groaned into the pillow. 

“What's the matter, love? Don’t you want me?” His 
voice seemed as clear as if he was actually there. 

“No! No! I don’t want you! I never wanted you!” 
she muttered against the mattress. “Why can’t you 
leave me alone? Can't you understand I don’t want 
you plaguing me any longer?” 

She tossed in the large bed, squeezing her eyes 
tightly shut and shaking her head to try to dissolve 
the vision. Jared's flushed, passionate face disap- 
peared. Then it reappeared, but the deep blue eyes, 
instead of glistening with joy and desire, held the burt 
expression she had read in Uncle Mikhail’s eyes the 
night he told her of his lost love. 
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Tasha's room. Perhaps he woul 
denied for too many years. 


d slowly 


He tiptoed to the door of her room an 
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bracing the girl who had captured his heart. 
In her sleep, Tasha against his chest, 
molding her body closely to his. Her response pro- 
duced in Mikhail a fire demanding release. He closed 
his eyes and kissed her, and her lips parted readily. 
His groin throbbed uncontrollably and he rolled her 
onto her back, sliding his hands down her slender 
og ore pep sieges Yor 
clothes. 


coloring, was Natasha’s—but it was not shel 
He blinked repeatedly, sure that his eyes and mind 
were playing tricks on him. It had 


one except— 
ocean Se. eatit-S SRS TEE en eee 


the door behind him, as if afraid the image would pur- 
sue him, and stood shuddering in self-disgust as he 
reviewed the last moments. 

How could he have come so close to taking his own 
daughter? Was it not enough that he had taken her 
mother without benefit of marriage, causing her years 
of unhappiness? 

In all the years before he had met Natasha, and in 
all the years since, no other woman appealed to him as 
she had. Indeed, compared to her, the others had 
merely diverted him. But now it seemed it was not 
even safe for his own daughter—her daughter—to 
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For months he had waited excitedly for Tasha’s ar- 
rival. When she finally joined his household, he had 
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sionally, but far enough away to 
He would be able to see to her welfare 
dangering her virtue. And by the time she 
her education, she would no doubt be ready 
and start a life of her own. 

Relieved by his decision, Mikhail undressed 
pared for bed. But one thing continued to 
Why had Tasha responded to his touch as if 
already acquainted with, indeed craved, the 
attentions of a man? She was not yet sixteen 
sequently must be ignorant of the ways 
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totally innocent on that long-ago night in Zelenograd, 
and yet she had responded with unmistakable passion. 

Mikhail sighed. If only Natasha had accepted his 
proposal. Her loving caresses would have been 
enough to satisfy him forever. If she had consented 
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Chapter Fourteen 


1864 


Mikhail Lisovsky rose early, anxious to talk with 
Tasha and reveal his plans for her future. Remem- 
bering his moments in her room, he wanted to resolve 
the problem as quickly as possible, before he could be 
tempted again and his terrible secret became a sordid 
reality. 

In the back of his mind, he was still disturbed by 
the girl's response to him last night. Was it possible 
she had been awake? Could she have known he was 
there, or was she dreaming of someone else? And if 
she was dreaming, were her dreams of a real person, 
someone with whom she had actually experienced 
something, or were they only a young girl’s romantic 
fantasies? 

He was sitting in the sunny breakfast room, drink- 
ing his third cup of strong black coffee, when he 
heard Tasha descend from her bedroom. She rushed 
into the room in a bubbling mood, showing no sign 
of emotional trauma from the previous night. Her 
light blue cotton dress, sprigged with darker blue 
flowers, brought an air of springtime into the room, 
seeming to dare the rains to begin again. Passing Mi- 
khail’s chair, she bent to ae tek, “ge morning kiss 
on his forehead before seating in a chair oppo- 
site his at the small table. 


Looking at her young figure, 
beneath her modestly cut dress, prada rar ses C3 
resist a smile. By daylight she looked like a sweet 
young girl, not the seductive temptress he had imag- 
ined last night. “You certainly seem happy this morn- 
ing, Tasha.” 
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dly passed winter.” Pick- 
a small brass bell beside his plate, he rang, 

a serving maid immediately appeared with a 
te of sweet rolls and a glass of tea for Tasha. 


“Very well,” she answered a bit too quickly to be 


Mikhail. frowned. “I'm relieved to hear that. You 
see, I looked in on you when I arrived home, and your 
sleep seemed rather fitful.” 

Tasha bent her head over her plate, hoping to hide 
the flush she felt spreading across her face. “Well, 
perhaps I was just having a dream when you looked 
in, although I don’t recall any. At any rate, I must 
have slept well—I feel marvelous today.” 

“Good.” Mikhail cleared his theo nervously, un- 
willing to pursue the subject further. “There is some- 
thing I wish to discuss with you, Tasha.” 

Troubled by his serious tone, she raised her eyes 


terday evening? I don’t want to sound ungrateful, 
Uncle Mikhail, but I'd much prefer not to be intro- 
duced to society just yet.” 

“No, not about the ball. I've given the idea some 
thought, and I quite agree it’s too early to push you 
into the social whirl.” 

Tasha sighed in relief and gave him a warm, ap- 
preciative smile before taking a sip of tea. “Then what 
is it? Does it concern me?” 
ane’ Rodded. “I would say it concerns you most of 


Mystified, she stared at him over the steaming glass. 
“Please don’t keep me in suspense any longer.” 
“Very well.” He cleared his throat again. “It is time 
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Mikhail laughed nervously. “Not at all, child. But 
we can never come near to learning all that the world 
has to offer. Here in Novoarkhangelsk, most young peo- 
ple attend school until they are seventeen years old. 
Besides, going to school would give you a good oppor- 
tunity to meet other young people.” 

“As I told you last night, I'm not at all anxious to 
meet other young people. Please believe me, uncle, I 
am quite content to stay here.” 

“Nevertheless, Tasha, you are too young to know 
what is best for you. In a few years you will be think- 
ing of marriage, and you will be glad to have had 
the opportunity to meet a variety of people to help 
you choose more wisely.” 

“I don’t intend to think of marriage ever,” Tasha 
stated firmly. Then, seeing Mikhail’s shocked expres- 
sion, she softened her tone and explained. “Why 
should I want to marry? Mama was not happy in 
marriage. I'm sure my father was not. And you seem 
quite content never to have married.” 

“But my dear child, I would happily have em- 
braced marriage with the right woman. You mustn't 
close your mind on the subject at such an early age. 
With an attitude such as that, when the right fellow 
comes along, you'll be too proud to admit it and then, 
believe me, you-will be miserable for the rest of your 


e. 
Tasha shrugged diffidently. “The relationships I 
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so often.” 


Dashing away her tears with the back of her hand, 
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Tasha from the table and began pacing in 
the small ast room. She bit her lower lip, feel- 
ing a mixture of anger and confusion. How 

so calmly announce that he was sending her away 


only her best interests at heart? Did he really think 
she could be so easily deceived? 
“I don’t understand you!” she cried in frustration. 


were telling me what a joy it was to have me here. 
And now, this morning, you're plotting first to remove 
me from your house and then to marry me off. Why 
do you suddenly want to be rid of me?” 

“I don’t want to be rid of you. Yesterday I 
selfishly, from my heart, about the happiness you have 
brought into my life. Today I speak from my mind, 
thinking of what is best for you.” 

“But you're not thinking of what is best for me!” 
she screamed. “If you wanted what was best for me 
you would think of my feelings! But you seem intent 
on pushing me out, just as my father forced me 
out of Birchwood!” 

Ignoring his pained grimace, she continued, “I 
thought that you actually cared for me. All these 
months, I believed you really wanted me in your 
home. I've allowed myself to be taken in, to feel con- 
tent here. But now I find that you are just as deceitful 
and loathsome as my father!” 

A heavy silence fell upon the room. Her words tore 
into Mikhail’s heart and he could bear it no longer. 
“Tasha,” he whispered in a strained voice, “I am your 
father!” 

She stopped pacing, whirling to face him, sure she 
could not believe what she had just heard. For a 
long, long moment, she stared at him. Unable to face 
her any longer, he nodded confirmation and buried 
his face in his hands. 

Tasha went to the window to collect her thoughts. 
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A cold, convincing realization suddenly nudged 
Tasha’s brain. She remembered the note she had read 
on her mother’s dressing table a few months before 
her death, and how she had puzzled over the prince's 
words, “Let us hope this one is truly mine.” 

“So that is why the prince was so cruel to my moth- 
er,” she whispered. “And why he obviously detested 
me. He knew all along I was not his child.” 

“Apparently he knew from the first. It seems you 
were born too soon after their marriage.” Mikhail 
came up behind Tasha and placed his hands on her 
shoulders. “I'm sorry, my dearest Tasha—for every- 
thing; your mother’s unhappiness, the prince's mis- 
treatment of you both; especially, that you had to find 
out this way.” 

She turned on him angrily, brushing his hands away 
as she snapped. “Sorry! What good does that do? 
Being sorry won't bring mama back or erase the 
pain she suffered for years! How could you aban- 
don her when she was carrying your child?” 

“Please, believe me, Tasha. I had no idea I had 
left her with child. I did ask her to marry me, but 
she would not break off her engagement to the 


ce. 
He chose his words deliberately, not wanting 
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begging for a reunion, but when I received no an- 
swer, I assumed she was happy and that further in- 
terference from me could only bring her pain.” 

“But she wasn’t happy! Even as a child, I could see 
that her life with the prince was pure misery. And it 
was your fault! If you hadn't planted your seed in 


more consideration. Perhaps he would even have 
loved her and she would have had some chance 
for happiness.” 

“Tasha! Tasha!” he cried, covering his ears in an- 
guish. “Those very thoughts have plagued me ever 
since Prince Demidov wrote to me, obviously anxious 
for me to take you off his hands. Why do you sup- 
pose I haven't told you sooner that I am your father, 
even though I ached to call you ‘daughter’? It was be- 
cause I feared you would despise me and revile me, 
just as you are now doing, when all I want is your 
love and understanding!” 

_ Bursting into tears, Tasha sank into a chair and hid 
her face against the table. “I want to understand!” she 
sobbed. “I want to love you—I have no one else! But 
I keep thinking of mama and how she suffered.” 

Mikhail pulled his chair close to hers and placed 
his arm around her shoulders. Her body shook 
with sobs. To his relief, she did not shake him off. He 
let her sob out her grief and hurt and disillusionment, 
and he felt his own tears tracing salty paths down his ° 
cheeks. Finally she raised her head and regarded 
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continue to love her still, and shall do so until the day 


breath, she began again. “Did you possess her against 


He hesitated. How many times had he asked him- 
self the same question, only to conclude that she had 
had ample opportunity to resist, yet she had re- 
sponded to him with a desire equal to his. 

“No, Tasha,” he replied steadily, “I did not rape 
your mother. You are so young I cannot hope for you 
to understand—that is one reason I had intended to 
put off telling you this until you were a few years 
older—but sometimes love and passion are so power- 
ful that they take control of a person’s whole being. 
It is only afterwards that the mind recalls us to our 
responsibilities, just as your mother later remembered 
her duty to her betrothed.” 

An image of her own young body, writhing ecstat- 
ically beneath Jared’s on his narrow bunk, flashed 
through Tasha’s mind. No, she thought ruefully, I am 
not too young to understand. No doubt you would be 
shocked to discover just how fully I understand the 


power of passion. 

“So,” she asked slowly, “do you think that mama 
also loved you?” 

“Yes,” he nodded, “for a time, at least, I am sure 
she loved me. Perhaps her pride would not allow her 
to admit it, but I'm sure you know your mother was 
not the type of woman who would give herself to a 
man she did not love.” 

Tasha nodded in agreement, wondering if she her- 
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morning, and of his past allusion to a lost love, she 
blurted, “Was mama the one—was she the reason 
you never married?” 
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pare 
and I have always felt it would be useless to let any 
woman try.” 

For a few more moments they were silent, then, 
gently squeezing her hand, Mikhail asked, “Can you 
ever forgive me for the harm I have done to your 
mother and to you?” 

She shrugged uncertainly. “I don’t know. I'm sorry. 
but I just don’t know. I can understand, I think, but 


. 


He smiled patiently. “Then perhaps it would be 
best if I left you alone to sort out your thoughts. I have 
business to take care of at the company hea 
so I probably will be away for the rest of the day.” 

He went for his hat, and before leaving, returned 
to the breakfast room. “I won't pressure you, Tasha. 
You must be guided by your own feelings. But I must 
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tell that I love you with the greatest love any 
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can find it in your heart to love me.” 

From the window, Tasha watched him walk 
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“Gospoja, Tasha,” she said excitedly, “there is a gen- 
tleman to see you.” 

Without even looking up, Tasha replied, “I don’t 
know any gentlemen in Novoarkhangelsk, and I don’t 
wish to meet any today.” 

“Ah, but you do know this one,” Xenia cajoled, 
“and I think you would like to see him.” 

Raising her tear-stained face to Xenia, Tasha 
snapped, “Can't you see I'm in no condition to enter- 
tain anyone? For heaven's sakes, please tell whoever it 
is I'm indisposed and send him away.” 

From beyond the doorway, a cheerful voice in- 
truded, “Now that’s a hell of a way to treat a fellow 
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who's just paddled countless miles in a bidarka for 
+ My credP” ‘Tosh forks 

a | Tasha jerked her head toward the door, 
unable to believe her ears. 
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“Jared!” she shrieked ecstatically, bolting from the 
chair and flinging herself into his arms. 

Over Tasha’s shoulder, Jared caught the eyes of the 
housekeeper, who was shaking her head in consterna- 
tion. With a broad smile, he returned Tasha’s embrace, 
swinging her off her feet and twirling her around. 

“I told you that we would meet ” he said as 
he set her back on her feet and back to look at 
her admiringly. “But after your parting words, I hadn't 
expected you to be quite so pleased to see me.” 

“But I am pleased to see you,” she murmured, rub- 
bing her cheek against his chest. “So very pleased.” 

At the sound of a cough behind her, Tasha turned. 
“Haven't you work to attend to elsewhere in the house, 
Xenia? I would like to speak privately with the gen- 
tleman.” 

Xenia shrugged and muttered, “First you don't 

want to see him, now you want to be alone with him. 
There is no way of understanding you young people. 
And it hardly seems right for me to leave you here 
unchaperoned.” 
Tasha stamped her foot impatiently. “Gospodin 
Northrup and I shared a room much smaller than 
this on his ship—without any chaperone. Now be 
gone. And close the door as you leave:” 

The housekeeper looked skeptically from Jared to 
Tasha, but, seeing the determination in Tasha’s eyes, 
she obeyed, sighing loudly as she closed the door. 

“Now,” Tasha began, pulling Jared toward the 
settee, “you must tell me how you came to be 
here.” 

Raising her chin in his hand, Jared gently kissed 
each of her red-rimmed eyes. “First,” he whispered, 
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en tell me why you have been tormenting 
beautiful eyes.” 
She looked away. “I'd prefer not to talk about it just 


now. 
“But I insist. I could never live with myself if I 
oe a peers ete il ape ao 8 


She shook her head helplessly. “I suppose not—I 
don’t know. I was very happy until today. Now I am 
so confused I just don't know what to think. I don't 
even know who I am, really.” 

Frowning, Jared sat down on the settee, and pulled 
her into his lap. “What do you mean, you don’t know 
who you are?” 

“All my life I've thought I was Natalya Igorovna 
Demidova, the daughter of Prince Igor Demidov of 
Moscow, but today I learn that I am actually Natalya 
Mikhailovna Lisovskaya, the daughter of Mikhail Li- 


“But does that really change who you are?” he 
ey Se ee ert 


She frowned, thinking over his question, then an- 
swered slowly, “I suppose not. But this discovery is 
so upsetting.” 

Baad Because you've found out you're not a prin- 
cess 

“Of course not! That never mattered to me. I've 
never felt like much of a princess, anyway.” 

“Then what is so upsetting? If I were you,” he con- 
tinued practically, “I would be overjoyed to learn that 
Lisovsky was my father. He seems like a fine person 
—much better than your prince in Moscow, from what 
little you've told me of the past.” 

“He is a better person,” Tasha nodded, “and if I had 
to choose between the two there is no question that 
I would choose Mikhail Lisovsky. But—” 

“But what?” he prodded, lightly pressing his lips 
against her temple. 
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“I just can’t forgive him for what he did to my 
mother.” 


caine paar a tacts IN ni 

Tasha shook her head emphatically. 

“Did he desert her when she was with child?” 

Again she shook her head. “Not exactly. He asked 
her to come with him, but she was already betrothed 
to my father—I mean the prince—and she refused. 
And at the time, neither of them knew she was preg- 
nant with me.” 

“Then I fail to see what there is for you to forgive. 
Tll grant you that he should never have taken her 
when she was engaged to another man. But if he did 
not rape her, then she is as responsible as he. The 
situation is unfortunate, but I think you should not 
judge Lisovsky too harshly.” 

Tasha frowned dubiously. “Do you question my 
mother’s innocence?” 

“No, love, I am sure she was at least as innocent as 


For the second time that morning, Tasha vividly 
recalled her intimate moments with Jared. Blush- 
ing, she looked away from him. 

“I wish I could talk to mama about this,” she 
moaned. 


“But you can't,” Jared stated flatly. “So you must 
simply decide for yourself whether you can trust Li- 
sovsky to have told you the truth.” 

“I do believe him. But it upsets me so to know how 
mama suffered, and why.” 

“Do you suppose that he did not suffer at all?” 

“No. I am quite sure he suffered. Even before he 
knew of me he suffered, because he missed mama 
so. 

Jared pressed her head to his chest, burying his 

face in her hair as he murmured, “I am quite sure 

suffered too, love. In fact, I think he has suffered 

than enough for whatever wrong he has done. 
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stiffened and sat up to look him in the eye. 
“So, you do have a sweetheart,” she said accusingly. 
“Why is it that in all our time together you never 


He grinned mischievously. “I doubt that you would 
have believed me.” 

Suddenly feeling uncomfortably out of place on his 
lap, she jumped to her feet and walked to the samo- 
crest p aagprwqee ier then mite aby 
watching the of the amber liquid as she tried to 
regain her 

“Still, you might at least have told me. After all—” 


she had willingly surrendered her virginity to him 
and wondering if, even back then, there had been 
someone else, 

Swallowing hard, she forced herself to continue in 
a cool voice. “Is she someone you met on one of your 
whaling voyages?” 

“Yes.” He could hardly control the undercurrent of 
laughter in his voice. 

“I suppose it is really none of my affair, but do you 
intend to marry her?” 

“If she will have me.” 

With shaking hands, she stirred a generous por- 
tion of honey into her tea. She turned to face him, 
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once told me you were already married to the sea— 
that there was no place in your life for another woman.” 

poke ageogpe comms tactagerd rng a 
“Apparently I've chan my mind. Or perhaps I 
should say, I've had a change of heart,” he chuckled. 

“I'm afraid I fail to see the wit in your statement,” 
Tasha said bitterly. “I've already had quite a trying 
day, so I hope you'll forgive me if I am not amused. 
Perhaps you will be so as to tell me why you 
have come to see me.” ra 

Jared smiled expansively. “But certainly, my a 

She frowned. “Under the circumstances, I think that 
form of address a bit misplaced.” 

“But you are my love. You don’t think I'm fool 
enough to paddle all the way from the other side of 
Kruzof Island in a bidarka just to say hello to someone 
I don’t care for?” 

Tasha shook her head in confusion. “Please stop— 
You have my head spinning. How can you say you 
love me when you've just finished telling me about 
that other woman—the one you intend to marry?” 

“Did I say there was another woman?” 

“You said—” she hesitated, perplexed. He had said 
there was a woman he missed, someone he wished 
to marry. But if there was no other woman, he 
could only mean—! No, that was impossible. It wasn’t 
her he cared for. She had heard him tell Captain Daw- 
son how anxious he was to be rid of her. But, then 
what was he doing here, in her father’s drawing room, 
after being free of her for more than half a year? 

setting her glass down on a side table, 
she walked to the settee and sat down beside Jared. 
She took his warm hands in her icy, shaking ones, 
and stared into his laughing blue eyes. “Jared, I beg of 
you, don’t play games with my heart,” she whispered 


y 
As his gaze met hers, the laughter in his eyes 
drained away, to be replaced by gentle concern 
and a spark of smoldering passion. “Tasha,” he whis- 
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“But you must!” she pouted. “I don’t think I could 
bear to be separated from you again. And I promise 
not to complain about the cramped quarters.” 

He held up his hand to stop her. “Have you for- 
gotten Captain Dawson? He still has not changed his 
opinion on the merits of having women on board, 
and I doubt that he'd be pleased by your presence.” 

“Couldn't you sneak me aboard?” 

“Hardly. And when we are married, I won't want 
to keep you in hiding. I'll want to proclaim our mar- 
riage to everyone we meet. Besides, I think we're for- 
getting something. You can’t simply abandon your 
father now. I it would break his heart.” 

“Then perhaps you could just stay here. The Free- 
dom can get along well enough without you, and 
there's plenty of room for you to live in this house. 
I'm sure Uncle—my father,” she stammered slight- 
ly over the word, “would not mind.” 
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Jared shook his head. “Your 
made it clear he is not particularly 
It's unfortunate so many of my 


! 
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countrymen have 
given us a bad name. I'm afraid it’s true that many 
whalemen have cheated the Aleuts and Indians in 
Russian America, getting them drunk cheap li- 


quor while they stole their women 
And I doubt that any Indians would have 
syphilis if the whalemen hadn't brought it. 
to me your father would not be pleased 
join his household just yet. 
“As to jumping ship, tha 
thing to do. My fortune is tied up 
I leave now, I'll forfeit my share of 
won't have a thing to offer you. It 
wait until we return to New Bedford 
my due. Then I'll be able to 
with an honorable proposal of 
will be more inclined to honor my request 
hand if I show myself to be a responsible 
Perhaps it would be best if you told him n 
our plans until I return.” 

“But when will that be?” Tasha wailed. 
He shrugged. “My guess is the summer of next 
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the Freedom. Except then, I will jump ship when 
we reach the Aleutians. I'll arrive here with half 
my fortune, prepared to collect the other half,” he 
kissed her forehead meaningfully. 

“You make it all sound so simple, but I'm not sure 
I can survive without you for a whole year. And 
what if something happens to you in the meantime?” 

“Nothing will happen, Tasha. I've been a whaleman 
for eight long years, and I'm tougher than any stupid 
ocean beast. Of course I'll miss you, but it will be 
easier to bear if I am certain that at the end of that 
time, I can claim you as mine. That was the worst tor- 
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ples until they became hard. He bent his head to suck 


tracing quick, tantalizing circles around the erect nip- 


tenderly at one of the throbbing mounds, his tongue 
ple. Burying her fingers in his golden hair, she 
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leaned back, as all the desire she had denied for 
months released itself, rocking her body with deli- 
cious tremors. 
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“Oh Tasha!” he sighed, his breath 
tickling her ear, “you are hardly more than a child, 
and yet you are more woman than any other.” 

“I am your woman, Jared,” she responded simply. 
“Take me. Take me now and let me show you how 
completely I am yours.” 

Trembling with an tion, he threw up her skirts 
and petticoats and his ds touched the quivering 
flesh of her naked thighs. In his eagerness to reach 


To his delighted surprise, he felt her fingers open- 
ing the buttons on his trousers. Without hesitation, 
her hand darted inside, grasping his ready hardness, 
then encircling it and massaging it while he panted 
with unbridled pleasure. In response, his fingers 
found her center of sensitivity, which he stroked re- 
peatedly until she was squirming and whimpering. 

Together they slid lower on the settee, so that 
she was lying on her back with him atop her. Lodging 
himself between her thighs, he slid into her easily. She 
muffled her gasps of joy against his broad shoulder. 
This time she knew it was no dream. He was here, 
bringing her ecstasy beyond all of her dreams. This 
time she knew he wanted her, not just for the pleasure 
of the moment, but forever. 

Encouraged by that knowledge, Tasha abandoned 
herself to the tide of passion surging through her. 
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“Xenia!” Tasha exclaimed in outrage, embarrassed 
at the thought of what the old woman might have 
witnessed had she entered just a few moments ear- 
lier, “haven't you been instructed to knock before en- 
tering a room?” 

Xenia shook her head. “For twelve years I have 
been housekeeper here, and Gospodin Lisovsky has 
never told me to knock. And you,” she regarded Tasha 
through narrowed eyes, “are too young to be keeping 
secrets with gentlemen.” 

Sighing in exasperation, Tasha rose indignantly. 
“Well, never mind, dust away. The gentleman and I 
are going for a stroll in the gardens.” 

With a toss of her head, she walked to the door, mo- 
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portant it is, for us, don’t you?” 

Nodding glumly, she turned aside to hide the tears 
that sprang to her eyes. 

“Anyway,” he bent to kiss the back of her neck, “the 
trip has been more than worth it for me. Knowing that 
you will wait, that you are mine—after all the 
I've lain awake wondering if you would have me. 
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“But how did you make it?” 
dra 
you guess right size?” She 
twisted the ring around on her finger. 
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“Well, whatever you call yourself, you shall never 
escape me. Now come, give this poor sailor a kiss be- 
fore he returns to the sea.” 

Her eyes clouded over again. “I wish you didn’t 
have to go, Jared. Let me at least walk with you to 


crashing 
you'll have a dead fiancé.” 


“All right,” she whispered, wiping her tears against 
his jacket. “Hold me, Jared. I need a long embrace to 


slowly pulled his mouth down to hers. 
With a sigh of regret, he finally took his mouth 
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morning, I hadn't expected you to be quite so 
ready to accept me.” 

“I acted very foolishly this morning,” she said meek- 
ly. “You've suffered long enough and I realize now 
that I love you too much to want to cause you more 
suffering.” 

With glistening eyes, Mikhail looked down on his 

daughter. 


She seemed to have matured in the hours since he 
had seen her. He wondered what could have brought 
about the change, then shrugged in simple gratitude 
that it had occurred. 

Sniffing the air, he changed the subject. “I smell 


borsch and piroshki. Let’s see if is ready.” 
Taking her arm, he led her into the room and 
seated her at the pine table. 


As a servant cleared away the soup dishes, Tasha 
buttered a second slice of gray bread and looked 
across the table at her father. “What did you find out 
about the boarding school?” she asked, willing now to 
accept anything that would fill the hours until Jared’s 
return. 


Mikhail coughed uncomfortably and waited for the 
serving maid to set a plate of lamb and potatoes in 
front of him before replying. “It seems I've been too 


children here. At any rate, it seems the boarding 
school was turned into a seminary a few years back. 
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. he would make every effort to find his 
that Jared Northrup had already accom- 
best, papa,” Tasha re- 


suitable husband, someone who could con- 
pray de pasar operate He did 


library, which had an excellent collection of 

It didn’t matter that the period- 

icals were all at least a year old, being brought by 
steamer from St. Petersburg or Okhotsk once a year— 


and 
they still contained much fascinating information from 
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stranger. 
“My dear, I would like to introduce Lieutenant 
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“You will learn in good time, never fear,” he said, 
sardonically, “yes, little tigress, I may be just 
the man to tame youl” 
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my leaked out.” 
” Tasha cut in sharply, “I find it hard to believe 
that company punish you for an indiscre- 


“Jared Northrup?” Mikhail repeated the name, try- 
ing to place the man to whom it belonged. “An 
American?” 


“You don’t mean you expect me to consent to your 
marrying a whaleman?” 

She shrugged. “He doesn’t intend to remain a 
whaleman, papa. And I love him. Surely you would 
not deny me a future with the man I love, not after 
the way you suffered without mama.” 

He waved her words aside. “Do not confuse the 
issue, Tasha! Your mother and I were a different mat- 


you—more able to recognize and deal with love. No 
doubt you've allowed your gratitude to this Northrup 
to blind you.” 
“Nol” Tasha protested. “Gratitude has nothing to 
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do with my feelings. We never even discussed mar- 
riage when I was still aboard his whaler.” 

“Then when did you discuss it? Do you mean to 
say you entertained the young man since your arrival 
in Novoarkhangelsk—without my knowledge.” 

“He was here in the spring of last year and we 
made our plans then. We did not willingly deceive 
you, papa, but you were not at home when he called. 
And we had only a few brief hours, as he had to re- 
turn to his ship immediately. 

“I would have told you, papa, but Jared and I 
thought it better to await his return this year. Know- 
ing your low regard for whalemen, Jared said he 
could present a stronger case to you if he had in hand 
his earnings from his whaling voyages.” 

“Or so he told you,” Mikhail said dubiously. “When, 
precisely, did you say he would return?” 

Tasha shrugged. “Sometime this summer, whenever 
the Freedom puts in to the Aleutians.” 

“I see,” her father continued. His tone was now 
kind, but condescending. “Has it ever occurred to you 
that he will not return at all? Perhaps he did not make 
an attempt to speak to me because he had no inten- 
tion of marrying you. Americans—whalemen in par- 
ticular—cannot always be trusted. For all we know, 
the man may even have a wife back in some Yankee 
whaling town.” 

“He doesn't, papa!” Tasha declared vehemently. “I 
know him, and I trust him completely. Doesn't the 
fact that he rescued me and brought me here in the 
first place prove that he is an honorable man?” 

Mikhail shook his head. “Rescuing you was a brave 
and decent act—I'll grant that even some whalemen 
are capable of decency. As for bringing you to me, it 
was as good a way as any for him to be rid of you, 
yet know where to find you if he desired a bit of 
dalliance.” 


Tasha’s voice rose with barely controlled anger. 
“You accuse me of judging Yuri Zarevsky too harshly, 
yet you readily slander the man I've told you I lovel 
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broken when your Jared does not return. I know too 
well the agony of life alone, and I cannot idly stand 
by while you throw away a golden opportunity. I still 
believe it would be best for you to marry Yuri Alek- 
sandrovich. I am convinced he cares for you, and he 
can offer you a secure future.” 

“But, papa, I do not care for him. I despise him!” 

“You are too upset right now. When you think about 
it, you will see that marrying Yuri is the best course. 
You are young, Tasha. You can learn to love him and 
build a happy marriage.” 

Her voice was steely with determination as she 
answered, “I will not marry him, papa! I cannot!” 

“Why can’t you, Tasha?” he cajoled. “You have yet 
to give me an acceptable reason.” 
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forever. Yes, she would dare—to gain her 

freedom. Turning slowly, she looked into his eyes 

and a steady voice, “I cannot marry 

Yuri Zarevsky because it would represent the basest 
act of deception on my part.” 

As her father raised an eyebrow questioningly, she 


continued, in the same steady, even voice. “N 
Lieutenant Zarevsky expects a virgin bride. 
would disappoint him, for I am not a virgin.” 
An expression of deep pain clouded Mikhail’s eyes, 
and Tasha looked away, unable to bear the sight. For 
his 


if 


several seemingly endless moments, 
Then, as if in a daze, he tured back 
into the heavy, leather chair, 
voice, asked, “Do you know what you have said, 
child? Please tell me it is just a joke—a ruse to make 
me rest my case.” 

“It is no joke, papa. I am quite serious.” 

“But how? Were you raped?” 

“No, papa, nothing like that. I lay with Jared, and 
though I am sorry it brings you such grief, I am not 
sorry I did it.” 

“Jared!” Mikhail thundered, rising again to pace in 
the study, “now I understand perfectly. He plied you 
with promises of marriage, simply so he could rob you 
of your most precious possession. Great God in heav- 
en, girl, now I'm more certain than ever he will not 
return. He's already taken all that he wanted. A 
scrimshaw ring was a small price to pay for what 
you gave him!” 

“How can you be so certain?” she replied coldly. 
“Unless, perhaps, the circumstances you describe ap- 
plied to your relationship with mama. Is that how it 
happened, papa? Did you take what you wanted 
without intending to return to her? Did you lie to me 
when you told me how I came to be?” 

Freezing in his steps, Mikhail paled. Then he strode - 
across the room, grabbed Tasha roughly by the arms, 
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woman. 

Sighing, Mikhail relaxed his grip. “But you are so 
young, Tasha, so vulnerable. I want only to protect 
you—to shield you from the suffering your mother 
endured.” 


arrive in the foyer below, nor did she hear the heated 
eee ee 


When Mikhail knocked at Tasha’s door it was al- 
most seven in the evening. “Have you forgotten the 
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ball at Baranov Castle?” he called. “We should be 
leaving within the hour.” 

Stretching sleepily, Tasha noted the relaxed quality 
of his voice, and immediately assumed that he had 
decided the matter in her favor. Otherwise, a 


surely sound ~— anticipating another painful 
argument with her. 

“If you don't mind, papa,” she called back, “I think 
I would prefer to stay home tonight.” 


“And what if I were to say I wish you would ac- 
company me?” he called. “Would you change your 
mind on my account?” 

Tasha knit her brows, considering the implications 
of his question. If he could change his mind about 
whom she should marry, she could certainly change 
hers about so simple a matter as going to a social 
event. It might be a bit awkward, if they were to see 
some of the people who had witnessed the scene at 
her party last night, but with her father’s support, she 
could weather their stares. Besides, Jared would be 
arriving any day, and once they were wed it would 
not matter what anyone else said or thought. 

“You know, papa,” she replied gaily, “I feel quite 
refreshed already. If you'll send Theodosia, I'm sure I 
can be ready within the hour.” 

“Good, good,” he responded, “the prince and prin- 
cess might be offended if you did not attend. I'll call 
Theodosia for you.” She heard his steps retreat down 
the hall. 

An hour later, gowned in delicately-tinted rose 
moire, Tasha was seated in the carriage beside her 
father for the five-minute drive to Baranov Castle. She 
fidgeted, wondering why he did not tell her the out- 
come of his considerations. His manner was amiable 
as ever—leading her to conclude that he would agree 
to let her marry whomever she wished. Yet, if that 
was the case, why would he not come out and simply 
tell her? Perhaps, she consoled herself, he was 
waiting for the right moment. 

As they were climbing the steps to the castle, Mi- 
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khail his hand on Tasha’s arm. “T think I 
tell you that Yuri Aleksandrovich came to call 

this afternoon.” 

Tasha made an effort to appear distracted. “What- 
ever did he want?” 

“He wanted to know if you were feeling better, and 
to inquire about plans for the wedding.” 

“And did you tell him I will not be marrying him?” 

“Not precisely,” Mikhail admitted sheepishly. “But I 
think I have found a solution that will suit all con- 


“Any solution that involves marrying Yuri Zarevsky 
will not suit me,” Tasha rasped angrily and started 
back toward the carriage. “You have deceived me, 


papa. 

Rushing to bar her way, Mikhail grasped both her 
hands. “Hear me out before you pass judgment, 
Tasha. I began by telling Yuri I am still very pleased 
at the prospect of your marrying him. But I added 
that I felt you were still too young to take that step 
and suggested that the marriage be postponed until 
next summer, when you would be more mature and 
better able to cope with the responsibilities of mar- 


“But I've told you I will not marry him!” Tasha 


protested. 

Mikhail silenced her by placing a finger on her lips. 
“I haven't finished, Tasha. On reflection this after- 
noon, I decided that if your Jared does return, proving 
himself a man of honor, I will not stand in the way 
of your marriage. Postponing the marriage to young 
Zarevsky will give your man a chance to fulfill his 
promises. In the event the whaleman does not retum 
for you—and I must admit I still have my doubts— 
you may find that your feelings toward Yuri have 
changed. Then, if you wish, you can marry him 
and enjoy a secure future.” 

In a lower voice, he added, “As for your lack of 
virginity, we can attribute it to the ferocity of the 
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wreck of the Ayan. At any rate, we have until next 
summer to consider that problem. 


“We won't have to consider it at all, ” Tasha 


Kamchatka and finds me wed to another?” 

Mikhail shrugged. “In the event that happens, I will 
think of something and I will take full responsibility. 
Now,” he took her arm and led her back up the steps, 
“shall we join the other merrymakers?” 

heat I am beginning to feel quite merry 
myse 

She entered the ballroom feeling relieved. Her fa- 


Jared returned, he would permit their marriage. She 
felt she could ask for no more, It didn’t matter that 
he had not relayed to Yuri her unconditional refusal, 
for she was confident she would never have to face 
the prospect of marrying him. So sure was she now 
that her future with her true love was secure, she was 
unusually quick to accede to Yuri’s request for a 
dance. He simply didn’t matter anymore. 


Chapter Nineteen 
1865 


Yuri Aleksandrovich Zarevsky seated Tasha at the 

long dining table in Baranov Castle, then seated 

himself in the chair beside hers, Responding to 

Tasha’s bright smiles and charming chatter, he had 

been unusually solicitous all evening, holding her ten- 
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a lovers’ quarrel; she obviously was very happy 
young lieutenant; and didn’t the two make a 
the guests were seating themselves for 
ght supper, Yuri looked at Tasha through 
half-closed eyes. “I am indeed fortunate,” he mur- 
mured. 


“In what way?” Tasha asked innocently. 

“Why, to claim you as my fiancée, of course.” 

“Such flattery, Yuri! Novoarkhangelsk has scores of 
women more worthy of your affection than I.” 

Yuri pursed his lips in pretended thought. “More 
worthy, perhaps. But none more beautiful, or more 
sought after by the young gentlemen. I wonder,” he 

used reflectively, and the briefest hint of mockery 
_ ed through his eyes, “just why you are so popu- 

“T'm sure I couldn't say.” Tasha bent over her bakla- 
zhannya ikra, a first course of eggplant and tomatoes, 
not sure of his meaning. 

Both remained silent through the soup course, and 
Yuri did not speak again until they had almost fin- 
ished their kotleta pojarski, a delicately breaded 
chicken dish. But despite his silence, his knee spoke 
to her insistently, nudging her again and again until 
Tasha wished the meal would be over so they could 
return to the ballroom where the surveillance of others 
would make him behave more circumspectly. 

Dabbing the corners of his mouth with his napkin, 
Yuri leaned toward Tasha and whispered, “You know, 
the grandeur of this house never ceases to impress me. 
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oe that something so splendid exists in 
I've been told there's even a theater 
wader this ook” 

“But surely you knew that,” Tasha said, 
surprise. “You don’t mean to say you have in 
Novoarkhangelsk almost six months, appeared at vir- 
vps mig andi arom Sein oer py 3 
of the 

“I'm afraid that is the case. But then, I don’t suppose 
the material is of quite the quality offered in Moscow 
or St. Petersburg.” 

“On the contrary, it is usually excellent. Just last 
month papa and I saw a thrilling performance of a 
play written by the Frenchman, Moliére.” 

“Imagine that!” Yuri feigned incredulity, then 
sighed. “Well, I should hate to travel to Kamchatka 
without being afforded one last glimpse of culture. I 
hear Petropavlovsk, where I am to be stationed, is a 
dreary place. Would you be good enough to show me 
the theater?” 

Tasha hesitated. “I don’t know. I'm afraid there may 
not be another performance before you leave No- 
voarkhangelsk.” 

“But we could make our own performance.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Simply that we could slip away after the meal, so 
that you could personally show me the theater.” His 
knee nudged hers again. 

“But I'm not sure that would be proper. At any 
rate, the theater would be dark.” 

“Surely you're not afraid to take me there? You 
act as if you are afraid to be alone with me, but you 
must know in your heart I wouldn't do anything 
to harm my betrothed.” Again the trace of mockery 
flashed across his face. “You must know that I would 
want you to be as pure on our wedding night as you 
were the day I met you.” 

Bridling under his tone, Tasha sat up straighter 
and met his gaze. “Very well, beloved,” she mur- 
mured with a meekness she did not feel. “If you so 
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urgently desire to visit the theater, I shall certainly 
honor your request. But we must be quick—if papa 
notices we are gone, he may worry.” 

“Yes,” Yuri mumbled, “he does seem quite protec- 
tive. He thinks of you as a child, it is plain you 
are a woman in every way.” 

They finished dessert, a torte richly laced with rum, 
and, as the other guests drifted back toward the ball- 
room, Yuri guided Tasha tow door. Passing 


cent arguments with him, that his could 
take care of herself. 
Outside, the sky was still gray. A light drizzle was 


since there was no performance scheduled tonight.” 

“Oh, I'll wager it is open,” Yuri countered playfully. 
He reached out and opened the door easily, bowing 
low as he stepped aside for Tasha to enter. 

She hesitated on the threshold, suddenly very un- 
comfortable. “Perhaps it would be better for me to 
stay here, to be sure the door does not blow shut. With 
the light from the sky, you may be able to get an im- 
pression of the size of the theater.” 

“Don't be a ninny,” Yuri complained. “It’s beginning 
to rain harder, and you'll be drenched if you stand 
here. Your gown will be ruined. For some reason, you 
act as if you are afraid to be alone with me.” 

A loud clap of thunder accentuated his words. 
Tasha jumped in alarm and Yuri took advantage of 
her fright to pull her into the theater, closing the door 
firmly behind them. 
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“You see,” Tasha declared breathlessly, “it’s too dark 
to see a thing in here.” 

“Well, it’s clear we can’t go back out now.” Yuri 
said. “Let's sit down until the worst of the rain is over.” 
He edged over to a velvet-cushioned seat, dropped 
down onto it, and pulled Tasha into his lap. 

With a cry, she tried to jump up, but he held her 
firmly by the waist. “If you don’t mind,” she said 
slowly, “I will find my own seat.” 

“Come now,” he purred, planting a warm, wet kiss 
on the back of her neck, “isn’t it rather harmless for 
you to sit on the lap of your fiancé?” 

“I think,” she replied, “that betrothal should not 
involve unwarranted privileges. We are not yet mar- 
ried, you know!” 

“Indeed we are not,” his tone hardened, “but you 
have offered far more to others without the bonds of 
- marriage.” 

Tasha stiffened. “You dare to slander my good 
name!” 


“On the contrary. I do not censure your past indis- 
cretions. I simply demand my due—what you have 
already given to others certainly belongs to me as your 


Roughly he inserted a hand beneath her moiré 
bodice, ripping her camisole as his hand closed 
around her breast. 

She squirmed, biting his arm in protest. “You are 
grossly mistaken in your assumptions, sir!” 

Yuri laughed harshly, pushing her face away from 
his arm as he proceeded to probe deeper within her 
gown. “Yes, I would have thought so, too, had I not 
heard the news from your own mouth.” 

“What are you talking about?” 

“Your argument—or should I say confession?—with 
your father this afternoon. No doubt you did not hear 
me enter the house, but I clearly heard every word 
you said. I seem to have arrived at a most propitious 
moment—just as you were announcing to your father 
that you are not a virgin.” 
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patted its target possessively. 

“It will do you little good to scream,” he counseled. 
“The noise of the storm and the music at the ball be- 
low will simply overwhelm your feeble sounds. Why 
not submit to me as you did to—what was the name I 
heard today—Jared?” 

The utterance of her beloved’s name gave Tasha 
sudden strength. She freed herself from Yuri’s probing 
hands and stumbled up the aisle toward the door. In 
the darkness, her hands found the handle, but before 
she could push open the heavy door, Yuri’s hands were 
at her shoulders, dragging her away. He shoved her 
to the floor. 

“You ungrateful little bitch!” he snarled. “I offer 
to marry you—you, the bastard of some St. Petersburg 
slut—and you proceed to humiliate me before a 
crowd. Now I learn that you are no better than your 
mother—a trashy harlot who could not even wait to 
be wed to get herself bedded. Well, my dear,” his tone 
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became more threatening, “since you did not wait, 
why should IP I will have my due!” 

Sobbing, Tasha started to crawl away between two 
rows of seats. He caught the hem of her skirt, and with 
a tug, ripped it from her bodice, leaving her half 
naked. He chuckled. “What a pity that your stubborn- 
ness should ruin this expensive gown.” 

He lunged at her, pinning her to the cold floor as 
he clawed away the rest of her clothes. His mouth 
closed greedily over one bared breast, while his hands 
tore the pins from her hair. 

Helplessly caught beneath him, Tasha lay rigid as 
he moved his mouth to hers. His kiss was brutal, bruis- 
ing, as if he wished to imprint an indelible mark on 
her. His moustache bristled against her tender skin as 
he pressed his mouth harder and’harder against hers. 
Now, while the fingers of one hand held her by the 
hair, his other hand roved down ‘her body, pushing 
away torn sections of cloth until she was entirely bare. 

Moving carefully, Tasha managed to free one arm. 
She moaned as if in submission and slid it around his 
back, as if to embrace him. 

“That's better,” Yuri murmured approvingly. “Soon 
you'll be bouncing in ecstasy, wondering why you 
were ever foolish enough to lay with some coarse, 
inexperienced American boy. Then you will beg me 
to marry you, as you will want me to take you again 
and again, until eternity.” 

Again, a helpless sound escaped her, and she 
ne her lips to accept his hungry tongue. He set- - 

tled himself on top of her more comfortably, finding 
the right nets of his weight to hers. Freeing her 
other arm, wrapped it around his back, pullin 
him closer. : 

Satisfied that she was now fully subdued, Yuri re- 
leased her hair and used both hands to roam over her 
body. His hand slid past her waist, lifted her buttocks 
and forced her belly firmly against his fully tumescent 
manhood, throbbing within his trousers. 
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that first time when she had so willingly surrendered 
herself to Jared. Sobbing, she raised a foot and tried 


forced it down. Raising himself slightly, he spread 
his legs, pressing hers together between them, creat- 
ing even greater pain inside her. Unable to throw 
him off, or to hear the agony of her useless resistance, 
she swallowed any further protests, afraid they might 
drive him to greater brutality, and lay mutely until 
Se at san hanes, Si 
over her. 

Raising himself after a few moments, he nuzzled 
her ear and whispered, “That is how a man makes 
love. It will give you something to dream about until 
I return next summer to claim you as my bride. Of 
course, I still intend to marry you. I have wanted 
you from the moment I glimpsed you at the New 
Year's ball, and I will not be content until you belong 
to me. 

“Besides, I am an honorable man. Surely, you 
cannot think I would take a woman and then desert 
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will marry me, despite what you have done. She bit 
back the urge to spit that fact in Yuri’s face, 
seemed he had not lingered outside her father’s study 
long enough to know that Jared was returning. How 
triumphant she would feel next year, when Yuri 
arrived from Kamchatka expecting to collect a submis- 


The main floor of the castle was alive with lights and 
the sounds of laughter as Yuri guided Tasha down the 
hill to the Governor's Walk, His carriage was waiting 
there, revealing to her how meticulously he had pre- 
pared his approach. Of course, she thought bitterly, 
he had all afternoon to attend to all the details, even 
to bribing a servant to unlock the theater. 

She hunched herself into a corner of the carriage, 
and would not look or speak to him as they rolled 
through the quiet streets of Novoarkhangelsk. When 
they stopped before her father’s house, Tasha pushed 
aside his proffered hand, leapt unassisted to the street, 
and hurried up the stairs to the door. 

She let herself inside and ran on tiptoe up the 
stairs to her room and slammed the door behind her. 
Unbuttoning Yuri’s coat, she flung it to the floor in 
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offensive coat beneath bed, she a 
dressing gown and went to rouse asleep 
in the room adjoining 

Shaking the servant awake, she said, “I want a hot 
bath at once!” 


Theodosia sat up and rubbed her eyes. “At this 
hour, Gospoja? It’s the middle of the night. There 
2 a i a gar oS my ele 

“Then set some to heating!” Tasha snapped. “I 
can't retire without a hot bath! 

Shuffling to her feet, Theodosia reached out a hand 
to press Tasha’s forehead. “Are you feeling all right?” 

“No,” Tasha admitted, her voice cracking, “I am 
feeling positively miserable. I sorely need the curative 
effects of a bath.” 

“Very well,” Theodosia nodded, “you shall have it. 
Go and lie down while I heat the water.” 

Tasha returned to her room and sank limply across 
the bed. But, exhausted as she was, in mind, heart 
and body, she could not drift into sleep. She felt 
despoiled, and she knew she could not sleep without 
washing away the substance of Yuri that clung to her 
skin like an embalming fluid. 

Some of it, she felt, could never be washed away, 
because it seemed to have pervaded her very soul. 

When the bath was ready, Tasha sank into it grate- 
fully and waved Theodosia away. 

The servant looked at her worriedly. “Are you sure 
you won't be needing me any more?” 

“I'm sure.” Her tone was gentler as she felt the 
cleansing water enfolding her body. “Go back to bed, 
Theodosia. I'm sorry to have disturbed you.” 

On her way to the door, Theodosia stopped to pick 
up the tattered remnants of Tasha’s clothing. A 
look of horror gripped her face. Glancing at Tasha, 
she saw that her mistress was staring at her in exas- 
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fore. But she couldn't bear to think about it and 
quickly thrust it from her mind. 

Jared would be coming soon and her father had 
consented to their marriage—nothing Yuri Zarevsky 
said or did could change that. In fact, she thought 
confidently, as she swung her feet to the floor and got 
out of bed, she would allow nothing to darken the 
future. 


Wearing a bright yellow muslin gown, her hair 
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answered dutifully, “I wasn’t well, but I am much im- 
proved this morning.” 

“Good.” Mikhail tapped the shell of a soft-boiled 
egg, then paused to look at her gratefully. “I was 
heartened to observe your gracious treatment of 
Yuri last night.” 

Again Tasha frowned, thinking of the treatment she 
had received in return, but she answered evenly, “I 
felt I could spare a little kindness, now that I know I 
won't be forced to marry him.” 

Her father raised his brows. “I hope you did not 
tell him as much.” 

“No, papa. I let him believe what he wished. Never- 
theless, the knowledge is a relief to me, and I thank 
you for your leniency.” 

“I hope my decision results in the happy outcome 
you expect,” he said, turning his attention back to his 
plate. “I would be loath to see you disappointed.” 

“Everything will be all right, papa. You'll see.” 

He shook his head gravely. “I sincerely hope so, 
Tasha. I really do. Incidentally, Yuri told me he 
gave you his coat to protect you against the rain last 
night. He'll be over later to get it.” 

The arrogant fool, he thinks he has an explanation 
for everything, Tasha mused. How would he explain 
the marriage of his fiancée to another man? “Very 
well,” she murmured, “I'll have Xenia see that it is 
pressed before he arrives.” 

They continued to eat in silence, until they were 
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Tasha had met on several occasions. He nodded 
» amiably to Tasha, then abruptly addressed her father. 
“Tm sorry to disturb you, Mikhail Pavlovich, but I felt 
this news was much too important to wait.” 

“Think nothing of it, Semyon Borisovich,” Mi- 
khail waved him into a chair and waited while he 
sipped the tea Tanya had set before him. “Now, tell 
me, what news has excited you so?” 

Semyon hesitated, looking sideways at Tasha. “Per- 
haps the girl would not be interested,” he suggested. 
“It's not the sort of thing a lady would concem herself 
with.” 

Relieved to break away, Tasha rose. “T've other 
things to do in the house. If you'll excuse me, papa?” 

“OF course, my dear, Close the door as you leave, 
will you?” 

She nodded to Semyon, and started for the door. 

“A very lovely young woman you have there, Mi- 
khail Pavlovich,” the visitor observed appreciatively. 

“Thank you, dear Semyon. Now then, the news?” 

Closing the door, Tasha could not resist lingering a 
moment to try to catch some hint of the news that 
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importantly. 

whaler docked in our harbor. A Yankee whaler.” 

Tasha’s heart stopped. He had come for her! He 
had come, bringing his whole ship with him! 

“A Yankee whaler, hmm?” her father said. “That is 
a bit unusual for Novoarkhangelsk, but hardly worth 

the early morning hours over.” 
“But that in itself is not the news, Mikhail! The 


think they call her.” 

Tasha’s spirits sank, then rose again quickly. It was 
not the Freedom, but Jared had not been certain he 
would be aboard the Freedom. He had said “Tl 
ship out a probably aboard the Freedom,” Per- 
haps he had come on the Arctic Princess instead. 

“Get to the point, man,” Mikhail urged. “Precisely 
what news does the Arctic Princess carry?” 

Semyon hesitated, which gave his words, when he 
finally spoke, extra impact, “There is a Confederate 
cruiser on the prowl in these waters—hunting out and 
sinking whalers.” 

“But that's preposterous, man! Just last week I re- 
ceived word the American-Russian Commercial 

office in San Francisco that the War Be- 
tween the States is ended. The last of the Confederate 
armies surrendered in April.” 

“That may be, but apparently the Confederate navy 
has not yet given up. According to the captain of the 
Arctic Princess, this cruiser has sunk no less than 
twenty vessels already. Burned them right there in 
the Bering Straits. The Arctic Princess just managed 
to escape under cover of fog, and sailed here seeking 


sanctuary. 

Mikhail chuckled grimly. “It's a strange day indeed 
when a Yankee whaler thinks to find sanctuary in our 
port. Did no one tell the cruiser the war is over?” 

“I understand several whaler captains attempted to, 
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readily.” 

“No doubt about it,” Semyon 
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thing about a war to her. 

Unable to contain herself, Tasha pushed open the 
door and confronted her father and Semyon. They 
looked at her ashen face in alarm. 

“I'm sorry,” she faltered. “I could not help over- 
hearing your conversation. These whalers that were 
destroyed,” she plunged ahead breathlessly, “would 
you know if one called the Freedom was among 
them?” 

Semyon shrugged. “T've no idea what their names 
were, As I've told your father, no less than twenty 
have been destroyed, and it matters little to me what 
they were called. One hellship is the same as another.” 

Agitated further by his uncaring, offhanded reply, 
Tasha demanded, “Is this Arctic Princess still in 


Again Semyon shrugged. “I suspect so. She just 
sailed in this morning, and since the governor didn’t 
see fit to give her a cannon blast right away, she’s 
probably still afloat.” He chuckled at his own clever- 
ness. “Why all the interest in whalers, girl?” 


from the room. She brushed past a startled Xenia and 
co laolvee asthe ged aeaore, Saag 
wl to protect her against the morning chill. 
In the breakfast room, Semyon turned questioning 
eyes to Mikhail, who cleared his throat and explained 
lamely, “She spent some time aboard the Freedom 


of the Ayan. Naturally she feels some 
the vessel that rescued her from the sea. 
added almost as an afterthought, “she fancies 
love with one of the Freedom's crew.” 
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raced down the Governor's Walk, toward the 
of the Arctic Princess which she could 
see rocking in the harbor. At the edge of the dock she 


“And sample the best that some American whale- 
men have to offer,” added another with a ribald laugh. 

Tasha bit back an angry retort, realizing she would 
have to flirt and act sweetly if she wanted to get any 
information from them. With a winning smile, she 
lifted her face toward the deck. “You're all very kind,” 
she called in English, letting her dark lashes flutter 
against her flushed cheeks, “but the truth is, I've al- 
ready seen as much of a whaler as I care to. I spent 
several months aboard the Freedom, from New Bed- 
ford. Perhaps some of you know the ship.” 

“Knew her would be a better way of saying it,” 
one of the group called. “You won't be spending no 
more time on that ship. I can guarantee it.” 

“Why so?” Tasha asked ingenuously, trying to ignore 
the sudden stab of pain in her chest. 

Oblivious to the way the color had drained from 
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A tall, sandy-haired young man, with rough-hewn 
features painfully reminiscent of Jared’s, stepped for- 
ward. He spoke more quietly than the others. “I was 


“A gam?” Tasha asked lamely, now stalling, fearful 
of what she might learn about Jared. 

He nodded. “A ‘gam’ is a visitation between two 
ships. Helps pass the time between sightings. Their 
captain, Mr. Dawson I believe it was, came aboard 
the Arctic Princess and some of us fellows went over 
to the Freedom, Oh,” he bowed and smiled broadly, 
“in case you're wondering, I'm James Sanders, first 
mate of this vessel.” 

Tasha smiled politely. “Pleased to meet you, Mr. 
Sanders.” She was silent for several moments, staring 
at the water lapping against the side of the ship, put- 
ting off the inevitable question. 

“Ma'am,” James Sanders ventured, leaning over 
the rail to study her worried face, “was there someone 
aboard the Freedom you wanted to ask about?” 

She nodded, admitting to herself that of course she 
had to ask. “Jared Northrup,” she said in a slightly 
quavering voice. 

James Sanders's mouth fell open and he struck his 
forehead with his open palm. “Of course!” he ex- 
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suggested. “If we stand here, I'm afraid those fools on 


_ + deck won't give us much peace.” 


alone.” 

“I think,” James said quietly, “you should not be 
alone right now.” 

“Perhaps you're right,” Tasha sighed. “If you have 
the time to spare, I'd be grateful for your company, 
Mr. Sanders.” 

Silently, she led the way to the teahouse beside the 
public gardens. Only after they had seated themselves 
at a small table and were holding steaming glasses of 
tea, did Tasha permit herself to think agaia of Jared's 
fate, 

“Mr. Sanders,” she asked softly, “what happened to 
the crews of the ships burned by the Shenandoah?” 

James Sanders hesitated, staring into his tea. “I 
can't really say, ma’am. Soon as word spread about 
the Shenandoah, our captain got us out of those wa- 
ters. That’s how we ended up in New Archangel.” 

“But can’t you surmise what happened?” 


7 


He cleared his throat uneasily. “Well, this is a pret- 

unusual case. Being that the Shenandoah is a war- 
ship T she could either have made the crews 
prisoners of war or—” he took a swallow of tea, leav- 
ing the sentence unfinished. 

“But if this warship burned more than twenty ships, 
she couldn't have taken all the crews prisoner, could 
she? I've only been aboard two ships in all my life, 
but I know the space is very limited. No doubt the 
Shenandoah barely had room for her own crew, plus 
whatever cannon and ammunition she carried. Am 
I right?” , 

His look did nothing to refute the logic of her 
words. ; 


“Mr. Sanders,” Tasha pressed on, “have you heard 
of any survivors from the burned ships?” 

He shook his head. “No. I heard no such reports.” 

“Then in all likelihood we can assume that the 
crews were—”" her last words were swallowed in her 
sobs. Heedless of the curious glances from patrons 
seated nearby, she lay her head on the table and wept 
uncontrollably, 

James Sanders watched Tasha helplessly, feeling 
tears brimming in his own eyes. He wished he could 
comfort her, but he knew any words of consolation 
from him would seem hopelessly hollow. He sipped 
his tea, waiting for Tasha’s tears to end. 

She lifted her head and stared beyond him with 
reddened eyes. “I'm sorry, Mr. Sanders, but I simply 
cannot control myself. My future burned with the 
Freedom. Perhaps Jared did not tell you, but we 
were to be married this year.” 

“He did tell me,” James whispered. “I had the im- 
pression he told everyone. He seemed very proud of 
it. His only worry was that your father might not ap- 


Tasha sighed and said, “And now he will never 
know that only yesterday papa gave me his blessing.” 
She gulped down her tea, which had grown tepid 
while she cried, and pushed herself away from the 
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ing. 
“The Shenandoah is a steam-powered ship,” James 
explained. “She’s got sails too, I hear, but the steam 


the United States Navy is bound to catch up 
with her, and when that happens I'll wager they 
234 


treat her captain and the crew no better than they 
would a band of pirates.” 

Tasha shrugged. “No matter. It is already too late 
for me.” 

“Believe me, Tasha, I wish the Arctic Princess could 
have taken the Freedom's place. The Shenandoah's 
captain ought to be hanged, if for no other reason than 
the grief he’s caused you.” 

“It's not your fault,” Tasha said softly, “so you 
mustn’t be concerned. Thank you for being so kind to 
me. If there’s nowhere else in the town you wish to 
visit, I'l] walk you back to your ship.” 

“That isn’t necessary. I'm sure I can find my own 


way. 

“Please,” she persisted, “it will give me something to 
do for a bit.” 

“Very well.” James took her arm and allowed her to 
lead the way back to his ship. At the dock, he paused. 
“Take good care, Tasha,” he whispered. “In time, the 
world will look brighter.” Kissing her quickly on the 
forehead, he climbed up the side of the Arctic Prin- 
cess and disappeared over the top. 

Tasha began the seemingly endless walk back to 
her father’s house. In recent days, she had always hur- 
ried back to the house from any outing, anticipating 
that Jared might be waiting for her. Now there was 
no reason to hurry. Jared would not be there. The 
future, so bright only hours ago, now loomed before 
her like a dark void. 

Passing Baranov Castle, she looked at the massive 
timbers and the copper spikes that joined them to the 
rock formation below. She had thought the love she 
shared with Jared was like that structure—monu- 
mentally steadfast—and it still was. Only now she 
shared that love with a ghost. Never again would it be 
brought to full, joyful consummation. Only the ring he 
had lovingly carved, and the memory of their short, 
precious moments together remained. 

Instinctively her hand flew to her chest to clutch the 
ring to her heart, as she had so often during the 
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months of their separation. Her fingers faltered, pat- 
ting the smooth fabric of her bodice, searching for 
the small lump of whale’s tooth that was her most 
treasured possession. It was gone! 

As her mind retraced the awful events of the night 
before, she realized the ring had not been with the 
torn camisole when she undressed to bathe. In her 
general outrage at Yuri, she had failed to notice it 
was missing. And the morning's events had left her 
little time to consider such details. 

She stopped in the street and turned back toward 
the castle. There was only one place the ring could be. 
She quickened her step, hoping she could slip into 
the theater without being observed. On the third stair 
leading up to the theater, a glint of gold caught her 
eye. Bending down, she it was a button she had 


saw 
torn from Yuri’s coat as she pulled it 
her. No doubt he would enjoy knowin 
behind a symbol of his foul victory. 
kicked the button, sending it clatterin 
toward the army headquarters. 

To her relief, the door to the theater was still open. 
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did not care if he left any evidence. 

Opening the door, she stood still while her eyes be- 
came accustomed to the dim light. The light filtered 
through a single curtained window high up on a 
wall, casting a ghostly glow over the theater. 

Leaving the door ajar, she crept down the aisle, 
stopping at the third row of seats, where she 
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her hand hit something hard. Dear God, thank you, 
she prayed. She carefully picked up the ring, which 
was still attached to a bit of ribbon. 
Sliding the ring lovingly onto her finger, she mur- 
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tear-streaked cheeks and disheveled appearance. 
“Lieutenant Zarevsky is in the drawing room with 
Lisovsky,” she said. “He has bice asking 
about you.” 

“Oh.” Tasha started up the stairs toward her room. 
“If he asks again, you might tell him I have a head- 
ache—probably a recurrence of the ailment that 
forced me to leave the ball early last night. Ill send 
Theodosia down with his coat.” 

Without giving Xenia time to protest, or question 
her appearance, or her whereabouts all day, Tasha 
continued up the stairs. Dragging the coat from be- 
neath her bed, she called Theodosia and instructed 
her to press and return it. Then she sank across the 
bed, lost in sad reverie. 

She wondered what sort of discussion Yuri was hav- 
ing with her father. No doubt the cad was feigning 
heartfelt concern for her condition and accepting her 
father’s expressions of gratitude for taking care of her 
last night. If only her father could know how Yuri had 
taken care of her last night! 

Absently toying with the scrimshaw ring, Tasha 
smiled grimly to herself. Perhaps she should honor 
Yuri Zarevsky with her presence in-the drawing room 
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learn he had been so wrong in his assessment of the 
lieutenant. Yuri, most likely, would threaten to reveal 
the circumstances of her birth to protect himself from 


Renption: Compaen; Manis, be-deomnnttonds, BeBe 
Suddenly the idea of revenge seemed to lose its 
sweetness, She must spare her father, and keep the 
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some small satisfaction from knowing that Y 
leave for Kamchatka and she would not even bi 
farewell. And in the year he was away at Kam 
she would somehow convince her father she could not 


RE 
FE 


definitely taken her against her will. 

Still, it was possible that both situations were alike 
in another, horrible way. Yuri may have planted his 
seed within her, just as her father had unknowingly 
planted his within her mother. No, she insisted to her- 
self, it was not possible. She had lain with Jared twice 
and had not come away carrying his child, though 
now she almost wished she had. It was unlikely that 
Yuri could have left her with child. 

Still, the thought refused to leave her mind. It 
hovered at the back of her brain. She could not dispel 
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child 
would be born long before he returned. Then, she sus- 
pected, he would refuse to marry her, claiming that 
she had tainted herself with another man. And 


marry Yuri right now, before he departed, the child— 
her child—would be fatherless. 

Tasha shook her head in confusion. Her own life, 
she felt, had ended with Jared’s, but she had to con- 
sider her father. And if she remained there, and bore 
a child out of wedlock, he would suffer undeservedly. 
By marrying Yuri now, she could avert that pain. She 
knew it would please her father to see her marry Yuri. 
He would be content that she had made a good match, 
and since she would be far away with her husband on 


Then again, even for the sake of an innocent child 
and her loving father, could she contract marriage 
with a man who had abused her so ruthlessly? 

Sighing with the weight of her final decision, Tasha 
dragged herself to her feet, opened the door, and 
started down the hallway toward the stairs. In the 
foyer below, she heard her father’s voice. Apparently, 
he and Yuri were g. 

If she rem silent, she would not have to face 
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PART THREE 
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Chapter Twenty-one 
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kissed her 
beyond 


“You're right.” He smiled fondly and 
forehead. “And for a young girl you are wise 


your years.” 


Tasha 


As he entered the hall and closed the door, 
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way Princess Maksutova, who 
loved to entertain a der had insisted that their 
wedding reception be there. 

Seating himself beside her in the carriage, Yuri put 
his arm around Tasha’s shoulders. “You could appear a 


doubt you'll snap out of it at the reception,” 

he laughed. “If not, I have a surprise for you later that 

will surely make you feel less dazed. For the moment 

though, try at least to wear a smile for the benefit of 
our guests.” 

“As you wish, master.” She parted her lips in a thin 


“Master,” Yuri chuckled. “I like that. It’s good to 


tion. More than 
into the drawing room, sampling the tea, coffee, choc- 
olate, champagne, and the exquisite, tiered bridal 
cake. Most of the ladies wore pastel muslin dresses 
with white satin shoes and silk stockings. Their gloved 
hands kept their fans in constant motion, as they tried 
to keep cool, and to preserve their coiffures against 
the heat and jostling of the crowd. 

It was traditional in Novoarkhangelsk for a bride to 
open the wedding ball by dancing with the highest 
officer present, so Tasha led off with Prince Maksutov, 
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to do before then. Besides,” he 

“our guests might think it strange if 

anxious to be alone on our wedding night. 
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about your virtue—or lack of it.” 

Tasha tossed her head. “I couldn’t care in the least 
what they think.” 

“But I could care,” Yuri replied in a steely voice. 
“Tl not bave anyone believing I chose a woman lack- 
ing in virtue. Since you are my wife now, you must 
honor my decisions. I have decided it is time to leave. 
Besides, aren't you anxious to see the surprise I have 


arranged for you?” 
“Not particularly!” she retorted bitterly. “After the 
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portant 
with than a doddering old father.” 

“Not doddering, papa,” Tasha quickly cut in. “A 
very dear father, whom I shall miss very much.” 

His eyes were moist as he turned to her. “Ah, 
Tasha, you have given my life new meaning in the 
months we shared. Through you, I have been able to 
see and love once again all the best qualities of your 
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goblet. 

His dark eyes met hers, and Yuri snorted, “You 
needn't regard me as if you fear I shall pounce on 
you without warning.” 

“Your previous actions were warning enough,” she 
murmured. 

“Ah, but I've been to confession since that time, and 
I've vowed to mend my wicked ways. Your body is 
seductive, Tasha, but I think it demeans us both for 
me to have to resort to force.” 

“A pity you did not feel that way before!” she re- 
plied bitterly. “Now that I have spoken my vows, I 
am compelled to fulfill them, regardless of my own 
feelings in the matter.” 

Yuri chuckled. “Then it appears you did not marry 


She turned away from him. “As you surmised, it was 
not for love of you or of anything you can offer me. 
Let us simply say I wished to please my father. For 
some unaccountable reason, he considers you worthy 
to be my husband.” 

“I think,” Yuri murmured, “that your father’s opin- 
fon had little to do with your decision. But, right 
now, your reasons are unimportant.” He crossed the 
room and stood behind her, placing his hands pos- 
sessively around her waist. She felt his breath hot 
against her ear as he whispered, “You are mine now, 
and that is all that matters.” 


Tasha stiffened as his hands roamed upward, cup- 
ping her breasts, then squeezing them. With one 
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Tasha nodded, hoping he would accept that expla- 
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“What is this?” he demanded. “Some childish trin- 
alphabet. “Where did you get this?” he demanded. 


into the light. 


me very if you suppose I would believe that. 
If it was a from Mikhail Pavlovich you 
would wear it on your hand, not concealed 
within your clothing. And it is no more yours than 


come my wife, which makes all your property mine. 
Now,” he grabbed her shoulders, his nails 
> Se Spee! DON Fe ae you really 
got i 


Wincing, she stared back at him, her eyes flashing 
pols Senne. Ex: DEMS BPE Taare 

“And I have told you I do not believe you. Since 
you wear it concealed and close to your heart, I can 
only assume it was a gift from a lover, Perhaps you 
thought to make a fool of me by marrying me and 
continuing to carry on an affair with another!” 

“Don't be absurd!” Tasha replied through clenched 


return here from time to time, under the pretense of 
visiting your beloved father. Which form of decep- 
tion did you plan to use?” 

“Neither!” she insisted. “I do not love you, Yuri 
Aleksandrovich, and I doubt that I ever shall, but I 
swear to you there is no one else!” 

“You say there is no one else, But perhaps I would 
not be wrong to assume there was someone else. After 
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“You little fool!” he muttered, grasping her hands 
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her head. “It doesn’t matter.” 


exclaimed 


struck the truth. 
this other man. Who was he?” 


“when you took me yourself before we were 
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Chapter Twenty-two 


1865-1866 
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trees beyond the shore, Tasha imagined for the 
briefest moment that she could find on this 
wild peninsula. Then she felt Yuri’: around her 
waist, and she reminded herself could never be 
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since the Russian population is scarcely three hun- 
dred, and the natives of the region—are 
not civilized enough to be counted as inhabitants.” 
Tasha glanced at Yuri . “And of these three 
— how many are criminals, exiled by the 
“None,” he lau her arm and helping 
her into the t 
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in mid-air. 


“Yuri, don’t, please!” she gasped. “The man meant 


no harm.” 


He shoved her away. “Be quiet, you slut!” he spat. 
“Til deal with you later!” As he turned to raise his fist 


again, two men rushed out of the captain's house to- 


ward them. 


“Enough, Yuri,” one of the m 
the man intended to abduct your 


The man then addressed the 


tongue, apologizing for Yuri’s behavior and instructing 
him to leave. Shrugging,the Koryak followed his com- 
panions down the avenue of poplars. 

“You mustn't blame him, Yuri,” the man explained. 
“It's their traditional way of dancing, however ob- 


“A bit too friendly for my tastes!” Yuri replied. 
His friend shrugged. “Still, there’s no done. 
We've simply had confirmation of something we al- 


Now, come and rejoin the party.” 

Shaking his head, Yuri grasped Tasha’s arm. “No, 
I've no more taste for partying tonight. It seems my 
wife requires some instruction. Perhaps the 


the 

the entrance to their own house, Yuri flung open 
vered a stinging blow to Tasha’s 
pushed her inside. “You little slut!” he 
you have been thinking to be- 
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“Mind your tongue!” he barked. “You are just as 
anxious as I to leave this godforsaken town! And I 
never meant for you to join in the savage activities of 
the heathen Koryak! I expect you to behave like a 
well-bred Russian woman—did you see any of them 
participating in that disgusting dance?” 

“I—I didn’t notice,” she stammered. 

“Well, you should have! Had you taken the time 
to look, you would have seen that none of them were 
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Chapter Twenty-three 


1866 


was of no concern 


belongings into a 
wilderment. If he 


Tasha awoke to the 


rived yesterday, carried a message from the company, 
requesting my presence. She sails for St. Petersburg 


Tasha met his stare, registering neither surprise 


nor concern. 
“I suppose you expect to accompany me,” he con- 


tinued, incensed by her blank stare, “but that is out of 


the question. Early yesterday evening, before your 


before noon. 


Facing him boldly, she asked, “Aren't you afraid I 
ight be with child when you return? Since you have 
so low an opinion of my character, do you not sup- 
pose that, in your absence, I might avail myself of 
other men in Petropaviovsk—perhaps even the very 
Koryak you accuse me of desiring?” 


the powers of a priest. And it seems unlikely that any 
Russian men will touch you—not because of the 
272 
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“It has nothing to do with trust,” Yuri snapped. “As 
you can plainly see, my wife is a woman of striking 
beauty. Many men have shown an interest in her and, 
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side the bed and slid, unclothed, between the sheets. 
Lying in bed, listening to the sounds of Lyudmila 
and Father Iosaf moving around the house, she deter- 
mined that she would not wait until tomorrow for 
fresh clothing. Her mind was made up. She would not 
remain a prisoner! When the house was quiet and she 
was sure its inhabitants were asleep, she would slip 
out and run the distance to her own house, where 


be docking in Avacha Bay, She and Theodosia would 

board the first one that arrived, no matter where it 

was bound. Anything would be better than waiting in 

Petropaviovsk for the husband she despised to return. 
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ther.” He held the candle closer to her, un 
lust springing to his eyes as they traveled over her 
firm, smooth flesh. With a moan of despair, Tasha 
tried to turn her head away from his lecherous eyes, 
but he caught her chin, squeezing it as he turned her 
face around to meet his gaze. “I am a man of God,” he 
said softly. “You must know you cannot hide your 
sins from me. Look at me, Tasha. Only I can guide 
you to salvation.” 

Holding her eyes locked in his gaze, he continued, 
“Your husband today gave me the sad news that your 
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Clutching the troublesome gown tightly around 
Tasha flew through the empty streets of Petropav- 
lovsk. Only when she reached the door of her own 





Exultantly, Tasha pounded on the door until Theo- 
dosia shuffled from her bed. 

“Who is out there?” Theodosia called fearfully. 

ieee naan’ srapinfcsior dap Tasha panted breath- 


“Cospoja Tasha?” Theodosia asked doubtfully. 

“Yes! Yes! Open the latch! Hurry, Theodosia!” 

The moment the old woman opened the door, 
Tasha burst into the house and hurried to her room. 


“God's punishment can be no worse than what I 
will suffer if I remain here, with or without Yuri 
Zarevsky. Save your breath, Theodosia. You cannot 
dissuade me and I haven't time for your arguments.” 

She grabbed a portmanteau and began piling in 
dresses, undergarments, and toilet articles. “A ship is 
in the harbor. I intend to board it before dawn. You 
may accompany me or stay here, as you wish. But I 
cannot stay in Petropavlovsk another day.” 
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Chapter Twenty-four 
1866 


Tasha awoke to find herself in a spacious bed, 
swathed in a warm comforter. A gentle rocking mo- 
tion told her she was aboard a ship, and the luxurious 
style of the’cabin made her assume she was in the 
captain’s quarters. She sat up and smiled uncertainly 
as the door opened and a gray-haired man with a 
bushy moustache entered. 

“I trust you are feeling better,” he said crisply. 

“Yes,” she answered weakly. “I'm sorry if I caused 
you any trouble.” 

He shrugged. “No trouble. But it is beyond me what 
a young woman like yourself was doing bobbing 
around in the bay alone at this time of night.” 

“But I wasn't alone!” Tasha cried, suddenly afraid 
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business rowing a boat so far. You were fortunate the 
Svoboda was here to rescue you. Unfortunately, the 
child was not so * 

“The child?” Tasha shook her head in confusion. “I 
don’t understand.” 

“The ship's physician tells me you lost the child you 


recover with rest, but, there is some chance your child- 
bearing facility may have been impaired for the fu- 


ture.” 
to escape Petropaviovsk, Tasha had 
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ened condition, it would not do for you to get a chill.” 

“And it would do even less for me to be returned to 
Petropavlovsk as Admiral Shermitov intends. I can 
rest perfectly well in the hold. Now, will you ac- 
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Admiral Shermitov of your p 

“Who is below?” a gruff voice in them 
from the hatch. Quickly the intruder ed out his 
lantern and froze in the darkness. 


wrath rather than what the brute threatened, she 
called out loudly, “It is Natasha Zarevskaya, sir!” 
“What?” the admiral thundered. “Come over into 
the light where I can see you, girl!” 
Obediently, Tasha felt her way toward the hatch 
and climbed the first steps of the ladder. The man 
who had discovered them meanwhile slid away to a 


‘hiding place of his own. Feeling stiff and uncomfort- 


able, Tasha looked up into the admiral’s scowling face. 

“Confound it, it is you!” the admiral fumed. “After 
my crew searched the whole ship and assured me 
there was no sign of you, I assumed you had found 
your own way back to Petropavlovsk. What in God’s 
name are you doing down in the hold?” 

“Hiding,” she replied simply. “I did not want to be 
returned to Petropaviovsk. I want to go to Novoar- 
khangelsk.” 

“So you stowed away, eh? If that was the case, why 
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did you leave the hatch open? Did you want to be 
discovered?” 


She hesitated, debating whether to announce the 
sailor's presence. He had not had time to do her any 
real harm, so it seemed pointless to expose him to pos- 
sible punishment just for his intentions. “Someone was 
down here a while ago, sir,” she said. “He left the hatch 
open when he left. But I did intend to present myself 
to you eventually, as soon as we were far enough 
away from Petropavlovsk.” 

“I see,” the admiral nodded. “Very noble of you, 
though it still does not change the fact that you are a 
stowaway. Is your maidservant there with you?” 

Suddenly, Tasha remembered the cause of their dis- 
covery. “Yes, sir, she’s here, but I'm afraid she’s taken 
ill. She’s developed a terrible cough. Do you think the 
doctor who tended me could see her?” 

Nodding grimly, the admiral turned and called to a 
passing sailor. “There’s an old woman in the hold 
who's fallen sick. See that she’s taken to my cabin and 
summon Doctor Zagoskin.” 

He turned back to Tasha, addressing her in the for- 
mal French. bans Agno Zarevskaya, may accom- 
pany me to my cabin immediately. It seems we have 
a great deal to discuss.” 

In his cabin, while two sailors carried in Theodosia, 
the admiral confronted Tasha. He was livid with rage. 


“I already told you,” Tasha said, struggling to remain 
Som eae his eagpy glare, °S wteh'to:go to: Novoes: 
gelsk.” 
“That is hardly a fitting reason for stowing away on 
one of the Czar’s ships. May I remind you, madame, 
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Tasha stared up at him. “You do believe me, then?” 


The admiral nodded, and she continued in a strong- 


free passage. Now, if you will excuse me, m 
A clearing throat him, and he turned 
to face Doctor Zagoskin. In the intensity of their dis- 
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He nodded. “She'll live, though a f. ore 
down there might have been the end of her. As 
she’s suffering from acute congestion and shou 
confined to bed for the rest of the trip.” He frowned at 
Tasha accusingly. “If you care for her at all, you'll see 
that she gets better treatment in the future. The con- 
stitution of a woman her age is not so strong as that 
of a young woman like you.” 

“I was rather selfish,” Tasha admitted, lowering her 
eyes shamefacedly to the floor. 
“Well, with rest, she will recover. I'll look in on her 


Nodding to the women, both Admiral Shermitov 
and Doctor Zagoskin left the cabin. 


Thankful for the admiral’s kind treatment, Tasha re- 
mained in the cabin, nursing Theodosia, for most of 
the remaining days of the voyage. She ventured out 
only when Admiral Shermitov himself called to es- 
cort her on deck. 

Standing at the rail, watching the Aleutian Islands 
slide by, shrouded by fog, as always, Tasha could 
not help but remember her first voyage to Novoar- 
khangelsk. Still only eighteen, already she had made 
the crossing—one that most Russians wouldn’t make 


the years marked by those three crossings, she had 
lived more fully and suffered more deeply than she 
would have imagined possible. 

She had known the tenderness of a first infatuation, 
the soaring passion of unleashed love, and the bitter 
disappointment of a loveless marriage. She had tasted 
the rewards of true love and nurtured the ecstatic 
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ing her, people on the street called greetings, but she 
only waved and ran on. Behind her, Theodosia strug- 
gled with their suitcases, finally giving up trying to 
keep pace with her mistress. 

Tasha arrived at her father’s house breathless, her 
hair streaming down her back in a wild, disheveled 
mane, her skirt splattered from running through pud- 
dies on the street. She pounded furiously on the 
door until Xenia came to open it, then tore past the 
astonished housekeeper to the breakfast room, where 
she expected to greet her father. Not finding him 
there, she ran to his study, but it, too, was empty. 
On her way to the stairway, she collided with Xenia, 
— clucked her tongue and held her firmly at arm’s 

ath. 

“Have you no greeting for me?” the housekeeper 
chided. 


“Of course.” Tasha gave her an affectionate peck on 
the cheek. “But where is my father?” 

“Gospodin Lisovsky is not at home. He's gone to 
San Francisco.” 

“San Francisco!” Tasha was crestfallen. It had never 
occurred to her that her father might be away. “When 
did he leave?” 

Xenia shrugged. “This morning. He was to sail on 
a ship named Strelka.” 

Tasha closed her eyes and pictured the docks again. 
There had been another ship there, but in her hurry 
to disembark she had not given it much notice. Per- 
haps it was the Strelka, still preparing for departure. 
“If the Strelka has not yet sailed, I am going with 
him!” she declared, rushing back to the door. 

“But where have you come from? Where is your 
husband?” Xenia called plaintively after her as she 
ran down the front stairs. 

“Theodosia can explain everything when she ar- 
rives,” Tasha replied over her shoulder. 

Rounding the corner to the Governor's Walk, Tasha 
almost collided with Theodosia. She stopped long 
enough to grab her portmanteau from the servant and 
instructed her to continue home where she could rest. 

“But where are you going?” Theodosia asked as 
Tasha began running again toward the docks. 

“To San Francisco, if I'm not too late!” 

Dumbfounded, Theodosia stared after her, then 
plodded on toward the Lisovsky house. 

Tasha reached the docks just as two sailors were 
preparing to pull up the gangplank on the ship docked 
beside the Svoboda, “Stop!” she screamed, rushing on 
to the plank and then up to the ship. As one of the 
sailors helped her aboard, she asked breathlessly, “Is 
this the Strelka?” 

“Yes,” he nodded. “But I thought all our passengers 
had already boarded.” 

“Well, you've gained another passenger,” she said, 
then noticed his dubious frown and quickly added, 
“Don’t worry, I'll pay for my passage.” 

299 


“But the cabins are all full,” he mumbled. “I'm not 


She shook her head and he studied her seriously, a 
worried look springing to his eyes. “I hope nothing is 
amiss between the two of you?” 

She had intended to immediately declare to her 


papa,” she said quietly. “Nothing is wrong. Yuri was 
simply called to St. Petersburg on short notice and I 
was unable to accompany him. In his absence, I de- 
cided to return to Novoarkhangelsk for a visit. I must 
confess I had grown quite homesick, and I missed you 
almost more than I could bear.” 

He squeezed her hand, and his eyes sparkled with 
affection. “You seem to know exactly what words will 
please my heart. Have you purchased passage?” 

“No. By the time I went to the house and Xenia 
told me you had left, there was no time.” 

“Well, never mind, I'll take care of it. You can share 
my quarters since I've reserved a suite.” 

“Thank you, papa. I can’t tell you how glad I am to 
be with you.” 

“Yes,” he smiled, “I can see that you will take the 
drudgery out of this business trip.” 
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Chapter Twenty-five 
1866 


During the voyage, Tasha enjoyed her father’s never- 
ending indulgences and the heady freedom of 

away from Yuri Zarevsky. The only thing that marred 
her happiness was Mikhail’s insistence that she return 
to Kamchatka to wait for her husband as soon as the 
trip to San Francisco was completed. 

“But Yuri might be a year in traveling to St. Pe- 
tersburg and back,” she protested. 

“Or he could return in a much shorter time,” Mi- 
khail pointed out. “Travel is faster these days, and he 
may have to hurry to a new assignment. In any case, 
you should be there when he returns or sends for 
you. I love having you with me, but your first duty is 
to your husband.” 

Tasha sighed, but did not protest more. The trip 
south was so peaceful and beautiful, and her father's 
joy in her company so great that she could not bear 
to 5 ty things. Several times she considered detailing 
to father just how cruel a husband Yuri had 
proven himself to be. If he knew the circumstances, 
she was sure Mikhail would forbid her to return to 
her husband. But she was equally certain that the in- 
formation would hurt him deeply, and she thought 
there was no harm in putting that off. 

In the end, of course, she would have to tell her 
father everything. Even her wish not to hurt him 
could not force Tasha to continue her mockery of a 
marriage to Yuri. But it would be best to have such a 
talk in the warm surroundings of his home in No- 
voarkhangelsk. Yuri was far away en route to St. 
Petersburg. The trip to San Francisco would be 
smoother and happier if she simply avoided talking 
about him for its duration. 


301 


| 
3 
r 
: 
i 
: 


sores alg cho canke- rapt dess 


: 
: 
Ra F 


t is hard to guess which view is more enticing,” 
mellow voice, “the one you see, or the one I 


25 
e 


“I realize when I am being flattered,” Tasha re- 
plied coolly. 

His eyes took on a wounded look. “Ah, but I speak 
only the truth. It is refreshing to view a woman so 
sure of her own innate beauty that she does not de- 
pend on powders and rouges and ringlets to catch a 
man’s eye. But tell me, where is the man whom I 
usually see accompanying you?” 

She shrugged. “He had business to attend to in the 
cabin.” 


“How fortunate for me. I have been watching you 
for days, and have wondered when I might have 
the opportunity to speak with you privately. I assume 
the man I've seen you with is your—how shall I put 
it—protector?” 

“Monsieur!” Tasha shot him a reproachful glare, 
then tured to gaze at the sea again. “You assume in- 
correctly. The man is my father, Mikhail Lisovsky 
of the Russian-American Company.” 
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“Ah, I humbly beg -your pardon, Mademoiselle 


“Madame Zarevskaya,” she corrected curtly. 
“Then you are married! But I have not seen a.hus- 
bend in your attendance, Are you widowed so young, 


“My husband, I assure you, is very much alive. He 
is simply engaged in business elsewhere and I, mean- 
while, am staying with my father.” She tossed her 
head haughtily. “But you presume too much on my 
good nature, sir. You have elicited from me the most 
personal information when we have not even been 
properly introduced.” 

“Allow me to remedy the situation.” He bowed 
stiffly. “I am Pyotr Maksimovich $ , emissary 
of his imperial majesty, Czar Aleksandr II, on official 
business from Russian America to the United States 
of America.” 

Tasha eyed him critically. “From Russian America, 
you say? Strange that I never met you in my months 
in Novoarkhangelsk. I attended most of the balls at 
Baranov Castle, and I am sure Prince Maksutov would 
have invited anyone so important as an emissary of 
the Czar.” Her voice had a touch of sarcasm, as she 
was certain she had caught him in a lie. 

“Perhaps I should say I am from St. Petersburg. 
I've only toured the colony in the last months, and 
even then I spent most of my time in the farthest out- 
posts, passing very few days in your charming city.” 

“Oh.” She turned away, not wishing to appear too 
interested in his affairs. Still, it intrigued her to think 
he was the Czar’s emissary, and since he had been 
bold enough to question her, she felt he should not 
escape having to answer a few questions in return. 

“Tell me,” Tasha asked, “what is the nature of 
your business that it involves both the colony and the 
United States?” 

“That,” he replied, “is a matter of strictest confi- 
dence. I can only say that from San Francisco I will 
continue, by steamer, to New York City on the Atlan- 
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“Monsieur!” Tasha stood back abruptly. “Have you 

so soon that I am a married woman?” 

“No. But it is not unusual for a married woman to 
enjoy a brief interlude with another man. In St. Pe- 
tersburg, all the women of means take lovers.” 

“Then find yourself a St. Petersburg woman!” she 
snapped. “I am not one.” She turned to leave, adding, 
“Since you persist in bothering me, I am forced to go 
below.” 


Reaching out, Stanovsky caught her arm and bent 

brush her hand with a light kiss. “I must apologize. 

did not mean to offend you, madame. But if one 
not 


away. 

To her surprise, Tasha no longer felt angry. The 
sincerity of the man’s tone softened her feelings to- 
ward him, and she suddenly felt that she would not 
be at all opposed to seeing him again. Shaking her 

in bewilderment at her own change of heart, 
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docked and was busily unloading passengers 

go. Taking her arm, her father led her off the ship to 

52g aa ean nessh giv wean a 
city. 

The carriage took them to an establishment called 
the Emerald Necklace, where Mikhail explained they 
would be staying during their visit in San Francisco, 
The main floor consisted of a restaurant, a saloon, and 
a gambling hall, while the upper story contained sev- 
eral hotel rooms. Leading her quickly up the stairs to 
their rooms, Mikhail cautioned his daughter to stay 
away from the saloon and gambling hall. 

“There are boorish men and loose women in there,” 
he said, pulling her away as she stood on tiptoe to see 
over the swinging double doors. “Nothing to interest a 
well-bred woman like you, but plenty of trouble if 
you venture inside. San Francisco is too far from this 
country’s government, and it's still full of lawless 
men. Some of them drink themselves to insensibility, 
and tempers run high over card games. It's best that 
you steer clear of the whole lot.” 

Tasha shuddered. “You needn't worry, papa. I’ve no 
intention of consorting with such a crowd.” 

“Of course not,” he nodded. “I simply meant to 
warn you, lest your curiosity tempt you to observe 
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tensed as she 


= rroopstr are 
After a relaxing bath in a metal tub led by a girl 
who worked at the hotel, Tasha dressed carefully, try- 
ing to distract her thoughts from the haunting vision 
of Jared. In an attempt to seem festive, she donned a 
yellow taffeta gown with a deep decolletage and a 


As she opened the door, Mikhail sucked in his 
breath in approval. “You are indeed a vision of loveli- 
ness.” Then, a little sadly, “You've grown up since 
you first arrived on my doorstep in Novoarkhangelsk.” 
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“Oh ” she . 
Steen laughed nervously. “I will always 


smiled affectionately. “At times I wish that were 
true. There's no question I shall miss your company 
when you go back to your husband. But, I have you 
now for a little while.” He offered his arm. “Shall we 
see what fare the dining room has to offer?” 

To Tasha’s delight, as they entered the velvet- 
draped dining room, they saw Pyotr Stanovsky sitting 
alone at a corner table. Immediately sighting them, 
Stanovsky rose and beckoned to them to join him, gal- _ 
lantly holding a chair for Tasha. Tonight, Tasha 
thought, she would especially welcome the diversion 
of his conversation. 

“What a pleasant surprise,” Stanovsky exclaimed. 
“I had no idea you would be staying at this establish- 
ment.” He smiled approvingly. “May I say, Madame 
Zarevskaya, that you are looking especially exquisite 


She murmured a demure “thank you” as he tumed 
to her father. “It is beyond me, Mikhail Pavlovich, 
how you ever could have allowed her to marry and 
move away. I'm afraid if I were her father, I would 
have been too jealous to allow her out of my house.” 

Mikhail smiled and shrugged. “Well, it is hard to 
face, but all parents must allow their children to grow 
up at last. Tasha was very fortunate. She made a fine 
marriage.” 

“Let us hope so. It would be a pity to think of her 
being wasted on a man who did not appreciate her. 
But no doubt you are anxious to order dinner. I'm 
told the lobster is superb. I myself was just about to 
order when you arrived.” 

They dined on lobster tails and champagne in cele- 
bration of being in San Francisco. Stanovsky ex- 
plained that the Aleksandr IT, the Russian steamer he 
was to take to New York, would not be departing un- 
til the day after tomorrow, so he had arranged for a 
room at the Emerald Necklace for two days. “I was at 
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I feel as if my head is about to split. It must be all the 
Sena <e AES ie ue Meee y Se Ts 
ly must lie down.” 

Both men rose with worried expressions. “You must 
allow me to accompany you to your room,” said Sta- 
novsky, gently taking her arm. 

“No, no,” she shook him off roughly, then, seeing 
his eyes cloud over with distress, she quickly ex- 
plained. “I couldn't think of taking you from your 
meal. I insist that you stay here. What harm can pos- 
sibly a to me simply climbing the stairs to my 
room 


Mikhail settled himself in his chair and nodded to 
Stanovsky to do the same. “Very well, dear, I'll look 
in on you later.” 

The words were barely out of his mouth when 
Tasha turned and fled from the room, almost running 
in her anxiety to escape. As she reached the stairs, 
the sounds of a heated argument drifted through the 
double doors of the saloon. She started up the stairs, 
but froze on the third step as the words being spoken 
penetrated her fog of despondency. 

“I tell you, man,” a voice declared belligerently, “I 
was aboard the Shenandoah! Fact is, I personally put 
the torch to half a dozen whalers!” 

Cautiously, Tasha crept back down the stairs. She 
stood outside the swinging doors, straining to hear 
every word. 
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“What kind of fool do you take me for?” another 
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cruiser for months afterward. Half of the stalker 
sailed right out of this harbor. The Shenandoah had 
no business torching the whaling fleet. The war was 
over.” 

“Sure,” responded the first voice, “and as soon as 
Captain Waddell found that out he sailed under cover 
straight for England, where the Confederacy had 
bought her in the first place. We all jumped ship and 
scattered. Being an adventuresome soul myself, I de- 
cided to come back to the States and try my luck in 
the West.” 

“I still don’t believe you,” the other man argued. “If 
you were really on board the Shenandoah, just name 
me one ship you burned.” 

“Fair enough.” The man paused dramatically. Out- 
side the saloon doors, Tasha held her breath, waiting, 
somehow knowing the ship he would name. The si- 
lence seemed interminable, and she felt droplets of 
perspiration on her forehead. 

“The Freedom,” the man declared at last. “Now 
there was a spunky little whaler—” 

Before he could finish the sentence, Tasha burst 
through the swinging doors and flung herself at the 
man, raking her fingernails across his face. “Murder- 
er!” she shrieked. 

“Hey, somebody get this little hellcat off me,” he 
shouted, raising his arms to fend her off. “No need to 
be so pushy, honey. I got plenty of time and energy 
for all the tumblin’ and tussiin’ you want.” 

Held off by another man’s iron grip, Tasha 
squirmed and kicked, glaring at the man from the 
Shenandoah. Her eyes blazed with fury. “Murderer!” 
she repeated. 

The man dabbed at the reddening scratches on his 
face. “Now hold on there, honey, that's a mighty 
strong name to be calling a man!” 
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“Then what happened to him?” Tasha demanded. 

The man shrugged. “He probably got put aboard a 
deputized ship to get taken to a prisoner-of-war camp 
in the Confederacy.” 

“Don't lie to me!” she snapped. “I know the war was 
over by then, and I don’t believe there were any 
prisoner camps then.” 

“Right you are. So my guess is he eventually got 
released.” 

Tasha stared at him openmouthed, wanting des- 
perately to believe Jared could be alive, but afraid of 
being deceived. Finally, she shook her head em- 
phatically. “I don’t believe you,” she said. “If Jared 
had been released, he would have come for me by 
now.” 

“Well, that’s between you and him. I'm just telling 
you what probably happened. You can't blame me if 
you picked a fickle fiancé!” 

The crowd that had gathered around them laughed 
loudly at this last remark. Suddenly Tasha felt as if 
everyone in the saloon was closing in on her. Her eyes 
moved from face to face, and they all seemed to be 
laughing, taunting her to accept the fact that Jared 
had deserted her. She felt her face burning and she 
RA er nthe giateh Oe sammy belt 
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“Let me go!” she screamed. “I want to go to my 
room!” : 


releasing as he shoved her through. “Don't 
"the man from the Shenandoah called, “if this 

jesed oats want: you 20 ser0, I'll take you. At least 

[ll be glad to bed you!” he added with a loud guffaw. 
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he have learned the Freedom's name from newspaper 


mean Jared was alive! The joy she felt at the thought 
was quickly replaced by confusion and anger as she 
remembered the taunting faces in the saloon. If he 


her? : 

But he had seemed sincere and she had believed 

him, going so far as to plan her whole future around 
his promises. 
The idea that he might have deceived her made 
her livid with rage and she flushed with shame at her 
own gullibility. She had grieved for him, thinking him 
dead, when all the time he may have been alive 
and enjoying himself in some eastern city, with not a 
thought for her. While one part of her rejoiced in the 
hope that he had survived, the rest of her cursed 
him for using her so callously. 

Now fully enraged, she felt Jared was to blame for 
everything that had happened to her since she met 
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. Perhaps no one, she thought, feeling strangely 
relieved by the possibility. Hadn't he once told her 
he was married to the sea, and had no room in his life 
for other women? It would not hurt so much to lose 
him to a force as overpowering as the sea. At the 
moment, the way she was feeling now, it would hurt 
even less to know he really was dead, just as she had 
thought for more than a year. At least then she could 
feel that he had not betrayed her. 


A gentle knock at the door interrupted her brood- 
ing. “Are you all right, Tasha?” her father’s voice 


“Yes, papa,” she replied, trying to sound as if she 
had been asleep, “I'm in bed for the night.” 

“Well,” he called, “then you needn't bother to get 
up. I'll simply go on to my own room. Have a 
pleasant, restful night, my dear. Monsieur Stanovsky 
said to bid you goodnight as well.” 

“Thank you, papa. I'm sure I shall feel much better 
tomorrow. Goodnight.” 

She listened to his footsteps continuing down the 
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His dressing gown was open at the neck, revealing a 
mat of brown chest hair. Tasha realized instantly 
that the dressing gown was all he wore. The thought 
that he hadn’t even a nightshirt beneath it added to 
her discomfort. 

“Well,” he said patiently, taking her two icy hands 
into his warm grasp, “what is it you wish to speak to 
me about? It must be very urgent that you would get 
out of bed and seek me out at this hour.” 

“I wish to accompany you to New York,” she 
blurted. 

His eyes widened in shock and Tasha felt herself 
blushing. “That is, if you still desire my company,” 
she stammered. “Perhaps your invitation was not 
meant to be taken seriously. Or perhaps you have al- 
ready found another companion.” 
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Tasha smiled weakly and turned toward the door. 
Stanovsky caught her shoulder, 


“Td best return to my own room now. Thank 


from San Francisco. 
Monsieur Stanovsky 
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Chapter Twenty-six 


1866 


Riding beside Pyotr Stanovsky 
where the Aleksandr II was 


$525 


too impulsive in grasping this 
Would she regret her hastiness 
to be alive and happy? 


dered if she was doing the 
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Dearest Papa, 

I know I cannot expect you to understand, 
condone what I am doing, but I have departed 
for New York with Monsieur Stanovsky. When 
he invited me, I was so overw with ex- 
citement about the chance to see a great Ameri- 
can city that I could not refuse. I had not wanted 


arkhangelsk, which I intend to do one day, he 

and I can make a new start. Please forgive me 

for going against your wishes, and please believe 
that I do love you. 

Your always loving daughter, 

Tasha 


It was deceitful, she knew, to imply that she hoped 
for a reconciliation with Yuri. And not to mention 
Jared, the real reason for her departure. 

In truth, she hoped never to see Yuri Zarevsky 
again, but there was no point in going into that now. 
Perhaps the note would at least prevent her father 
from feeling too bitter toward her. If she could keep 
open the lines of paternal love, she felt certain she 
could explain everything more fully the next time she 
saw 

“You're very quiet, Tasha,” Stanovsky smiled as he 
helped her aboard the Aleksandr II. “I hope you are 


315 


pany 
back to the Emerald Necklace, and no one be 
the wiser.” 

“No,” she shook her head emphatically, “I was just 
thinking of the extent of my travels. In just a few 
months’ time, I shall have traveled halfway around 
the world.” 

“Quite an accomplishment for one so young,” he 
agreed, “And I'll wager you've left a string of broken 
hearts in every town you've visited.” 

“Flattery again, Monsieur Stanovsky?” she laughed 
flirtatiously. 

He returned her laugh, his green eyes sparkling. “As 
I've told you before, I speak only the truth. But, 
please call me Pyotr Maksimovich. Your formality 
makes me feel far too old.” 

“As you wish, Pyotr Maksimovich.” 

Taking her hand, he pulled her toward the com- 
panionway. “It’s late. Let me show you to our suite. I 
hope you will find it to your liking.” 

The suite was undeniably exquisite. Stanovsky 
opened the door to a sitting room plushly decorated 
in green and gold velvet. A vase brimming with yel- 
low roses stood on a small table next to the green 
velvet settee. At Tasha’s exclamation of delight, he 
explained, “I thought they were a perfect match for 
the lovely gown you wore to dinner last night.” 

On the table at the other end of the settee stood a 
polished silver samovar and a set of crystal tea glasses 
in silver filigree holders. Two massive gold velvet 
chairs completed the room's furnishings, and a full 
length mirror in an elaborately carved, gilded frame 
covered one whole wall. 

“It’s lovely!” Tasha exclaimed. “I never dreamed 
such a cabin could exist.” An image of the tiny state- 
room she had shared with Jared flashed through her 
mind, and she grimaced slightly. 
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“Over here,” he pulled her into another 
“is a room expressly for bathing.” It contained a me 
porcelain tub, a neat stack of velvety bath towe 
and an assortment of scented soaps, oils, and other 
bath accessories arranged on a polished brass cabinet 
on the wall. 4 

“Finally,” he slid his arm around her waist and ap- 

ed another door, “we have the bedroom.” He 
flung open the door with a flourish. 

A large, high, brass bed, covered by a floor-length 
green velvet coverlet, dominated the room. A small 
writing table and chair stood in one corner, and a 
high chest of drawers stood against another wall. But 
it was not the room's furnishings that caught Tasha’s 
ao was the article spread carefully across 
the 

Stanovsky pulled her into the room, watching her 
uneasily. “Aren't you pleased?” he asked. “I know it 
cannot match your beauty, but I thought on our first 
night together it might bring you some pleasure.” 

Tasha gulped, still staring at the garment gracing 
the bed. It was a nightgown made entirely of frothy 
white lace. The neckline formed a deep V, almost 
to the waist, where the gown was tied with two thin 
satin ribbons, its only closure. Below the ribbons, it 


all 
two facing walls. 
small room, 


hoping the garment would disappear at her touch. 
All day she had ignored the implications of her deci- 
sion to travel with Pyotr Stanovsky. Now she felt un- 
able to face them. : 
Turning her troubled eyes to his, she murmured, 
“I can't, I can't—" she broke off, unable to continue. 
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A veil fell over Stanovsky’s green eyes. “But I as- 
sumed we had an understanding,” he whispered. 
“When you agreed to come with me, I assumed you 
meant—”" 

“I knowl” she sobbed. “I know what you thought. 
But I can’t. I'm sorry, I just can’t!” 

Pressing his lips tightly together, Stanovsky 
wheeled and left the room. A moment later, she heard 
the door to the passageway slam as he left the suite, 

Sinking down on the bed, Tasha wondered what to 


She would stay, but she would act exactly as she 
pleased. She had suffered enough at the of 
men who used her only for their own benefit. 


h 
Standing in the sitting room, she stared out the 
at 


refuse to satisfy hers? 

Thinking about the night before, Tasha suddenly 
felt guilty. She knew he must have spent an uncom- 
fortable night on the cramped settee, while she slept 
soundly in the huge bed. He had never deceived her 
about wanting a lover to share his trip. He had made 
his desire clear from their first meeting. In fact, it 
would seem that she had deceived him, 


she had allowed him to believe she would share his 

bed. Any other man, faced with such deceit, would 

have taken her by force, demanding his due. Yet 
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4 he had respected her wishes, leaving her without so 
; much as stealing a kiss. 
No matter how she tried to rationalize her position, 
Tasha could not drive the guilt from her heart. She 
had made a bargain with Stanovsky. How long could 
she refuse to fulfill it? Was it fair for her to make him 
suffer because of her bitterness toward other men? 


tool to ter power, taking what he could, without 
eaied fot ber teclings or desives If what the man in 
the saloon said was true, Jared had used her too, 
playing on her innocence and then casting her aside. 
But Pyotr Maksimovich Stanovsky offered her 
ness, gentleness, comfort, and companionship a 
voyage to freedom in a new land. He did not try to 
bind her to him with false claims of love. He asked 
that she open herself to him. In view of what she 
given other men, for much less in return, was it 
so much for him to ask? 


picked up the nightgown of frothy lace. 


When Stanovsky ‘returned to the suite in mid-morn- 
ing, Tasha was sitting in one of the gold velvet arm- 
chairs. The gown he had bought for her was draped 
discreetly over her body, and she sat stiffly, trying to 
prevent it falling open to reveal her nakedness. 

At the sight of her pink and ivory flesh peeking 
through the lace, Stanovsky froze, the color draining 
from his face. “Must you torment me?” he asked 
hoarsely. 

In reply, Tasha rose gracefully, holding her arms 
wide in welcome as she walked slowly toward him. 
Her breasts swelled and strained against the lace un- 
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and bathroom into the bedroom. Laying her gently on 
the bed, he stepped back for a moment to study the 
tempting vision before him. Her flesh and gown 
were a striking contrast to the dark green spread, 
making her appear all the more pure and fresh. 

She lay still on the bed, watching as he quickly re- 
moved his clothing. His body was not as lean as Yuri’s 
or Jared's, but his flesh was still firm and taut. As 
his trousers dropped to the floor she could see his de- 
sire reflected in his growing manhood. 
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you are bringing me.” 

He pressed his hands into the soft flesh of her but- 
tocks, holding her hips firmly against his as she began 
to rock over him. She lifted her chest, brushing her 
nipples against his chest as she moved. Without warn- 
ing, a new flood of fire surged through her body. Her 
moans of pleasure filled the room. Pyotr groaned 
passionately, as she stopped to savor the feeling, 
Squeezing, pulsing, as she collapsed against him. He 
waited a moment, letting her enjoy the fading glow, 
then began moving rapidly beneath her, thrusting 
and straining until they both felt their passions ex- 
plode in a blazing moment of joy. 

They lay silently, waiting for their breathing to re- 
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ful for that. 


have found any number of other ways to avoid re- 
turning to Kamchatka, no matter what my father 
might have said.” 

He cupped one of her breasts, then slid his hand 
slowly down her side, causing gooseflesh to erupt all 
over her. “And do you regret having kept the bar- 
gain? If you do, I will not hold you to it. If you wish, 
you may share all other aspects of this trip and all 
een of my suite, but you need not share my 

Smiling, she kissed his cheek. “I don’t regret having 
made the bargain, and I would be most disappointed 
if you chose not to hold me to it. You are a divine 
lover, Pyotr Maksimovich, and I shall not allow you 
to cheat me of even one moment of your attention.” 
She giggled self-consciously. “It seems I have become 
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just like the St. Petersburg women you told me about 
"SN fat lbs them, Tasha” Steely voplisl cs be 

ot just like v replied as 
returned her kiss. “I speak from long experience, and 
I find you are much more beautiful and far more 
satisfying.” 


Late that night, after a champagne dinner and an- 
other passionate interlude, Tasha lay awake beside 
Pyotr Maksimovich, For the first time in months, she 
felt a sort of contentment and security. At that mio- 
ment, she thought she would gladly consent to spend 
the rest of her life with Pyotr Maksimovich S ; 
traveling openly as his mistress and flaunting the rules 
of hypocritical society. Yet, at the same time, she 
realized she would not be overly upset if he wanted 
to part with her when they reached New York. 

Though his lovemaking left her breathless and tin- 
gling, it did not leave her with the same intense sat- 
isfaction she had experienced both times with Jared. 
She was sure she did not love Pyotr Maksimovich 
Stanovsky. In fact, she doubted she could ever love 
another man as she had loved Jared Northrup. Per- 
haps that was just as well. Not loving anyone would 
be a way to protect herself against the hurt that still 
plagued her whenever she thought of Jared. 

Tasha and Pyotr remained lovers for the rest of the 
trip, never allowing a day or night to pass without in- 
dulging their sensual appetites. Though he often 
praised her beauty and her ability to bring him plea- 
sure, Pyotr Maksimovich never spoke to her of love, 
and Tasha was relieved to be able to skirt the subject. 
She found joy and solace in his caresses, but after- 
wards, always suffered a painful sense of emptiness. 

When alone together, and in the presence of others 
aboard the ship, Stanovsky treated Tasha with the ut- 
most respect and courtesy, never flaunting her as a 
prize as some men might have done. She felt relaxed 
with him at all times, and, if not happy, at least con- 
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tent. Being with Pyotr Maksimovich Stanovsky was a 
vast improvement over the life she had endured with 
Yuri Zarevsky, and for the moment Tasha felt she 


Except for some severe weather and adverse winds 
the. ship encountered as they rounded Cape Horn, 
the trip was a smooth one. They arrived in New York 
City is lato fall, and Tasha folt 2s if she was in a new 
wor! 


4 
She could not guess what ghosts would continue to 
paunt her from the world she thought she had left 
behind. 


Chapter Twenty-seven 
1866 


To Tasha, whose knowledge of large cities was lim- 
ited to her brief stay in Moscow before she first de- 


for 
wonderland of massive buildings and spacious thor- 


Most of the time, Pyotr left her at the hotel, explain- 

ing that he had business to look after for Czar Alek- 

sandr. Though Tasha made a show of pouting, and 
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begged to him, he steadfastly refused, say- 
ing that matters of business and politics would only 
bore her. When she tried, at intimate moments, to 
duce him to discuss those matters, he remained 
mouthed, stating crisply that the Czar’s affairs 
not fit for idle gossip at ladies’ tea parties. E 
Tasha resigned herself to spending the days wi 
him and remaining ignorant of his work. 

Always generous, Pyotr left her a large sum 
money each day, instructing her to hire a carriage, 
explore the city, and purchase whatever caught her 
fancy while he was away. 

On one of her first outings, she discovered Lord & 
Taylor's expansive department store at Broadway and 
Grand streets. Awed that any shop could offer such a 
wide selection of goods, she spent hours exploring its 
aisles. On later excursions, she discovered Arnold Con- 
stable’s and R. H. Macy's and spent equally long pe- 
riods examining their attractive wares, especially their 
ready-to-wear women’s clothing. 

Her own clothing, which had seemed satisfactory 
enough in Novoarkhangelsk and Kamchatka, now 
struck her as hopelessly outdated. Within a few days, 
she had purchased several fashionable gowns featur- 
ing full skirts, fitted waists, and elegant trains. To 
complete her ensembles, she acquired corsets, stiff 
crinolines to give her skirts the required hoop shape, 
and ankle-high bootikins, which had replaced the 
flat-heeled slipper as fashionable footwear. Finding 
that her hooped skirts would not accommodate a con- 
ventional coat, she then purchased a casque-style 
cape, which fell loosely from a fitted shoulder yoke. 

Pyotr Maksimovich accepted Tasha’s purchases in 
good humor. She had many opportunities to wear 
her new finery, since the Russian emissary and his 
lady-friend were immediately swept up in New York's 
social whirl. Rumors that both Stanovsky and his dark- 
haired mistress were of imperial blood made them 
among the most sought-after guests in society, and 
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pen when S ’s business in New York was com- 
leted. Would he feel that his bargain with her had 
fully met, or would he want her to continue 
traveling with him when he returned to St. Peters- 
burg? Tasha felt she could accept either decision. It 
would be pleasant to stay with Pyotr Stanovsky, but 
Soon re DO: S Aaeaeine: SEMIN 29 Bees Tope 
What she could not accept was the possibility of 
meeting her husband again. If she traveled to St. 
Petersburg with Stanovsky, there was a chance Yuri 
might still be there, and he would be sure to make a 
scene about his marital rights, both on legal and re- 
ligious grounds. Even if he had left the capital, 
friends of his at the Russian-American Company who 
noticed her liaison with Stanoysky might send Yuri 
word of her presence. And there was always the possi- 
bility that Yuri was, even now, traveling to the United 
States on official business. After all, if Pyotr Maksimo- 
vich had been sent to New York on business concern- 
ing the company, Yuri could well be, too. 

Tasha felt she could face Yuri without fear, if she 
had to, but she simply preferred never to see him 
again. Compared to the gaiety she was experiencing 
in New York, her months with him seemed like part 
of a distant, unpleasant world. Most days, she man- 
aged to bury those sordid memories amid the glitter 
of New York's social whirl. 

At one party, Tasha captured the attention of every- 
one when she arrived wearing a gown with an ivory 
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same an off-the-shoulder bodice 
draped low to reveal the tops of her breasts. 
As the center of attention of m and 


proposed sale of your American colony to the United 
States?” 


“I beg your pardon?” Tasha gasped, not sure she 
had heard him correctly. 


“Oh, but I'm sure you're mistaken, sir. I know for a 
fact that the Russian-American Company, the organi- 


the colony? 

“Well,” her partner shrugged, “I suppose it’s point- 
less to worry about it. There is little likelihood that it 
will come about. The only man in the United States 


to his way of thinking. I simply wondered how a 
Russian viewed the proposal.” 

“I think,” she said quickly, “that it is a shocking 
idea, and the rumor hasn't a grain of truth to it. Czar 
Aleksandr would no more think of selling Russian 
America than he would think of selling Moscow or St. 
Petersburg! Novoarkhangelsk is a thriving community, 
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and the colony is filled with natives who have been 
baptized into Orthodoxy. It would be an absolute sin 
to sell them to another country.” 

She was convinced the reports were wrong, yet it 
troubled her to learn that a sale was being discussed. 
She couldn't concentrate on anything else the y 
man had to say while they finished the dance, 
was impatient for the music to stop so she could seek 
out Pyotr Maksimovich. As an emissary of the Czar, 
he could put her mind at rest on this point. 

Spying Pyotr standing on the other side of the room, 
deep in discussion with a portly, conservatively- 
dressed gentleman, Tasha pushed her way toward him, 
shaking her head to decline several invitations to dance. 

When she reached his side, she clutched his arm 
and blurted, “Pyotr Maksimovich, I must talk with 
you immediately.” 

He smiled and his eyes sparkled in amusement. “Is 
your problem so urgent that it cannot wait until we 
are alone?” 

“Yes, it is. If you cannot attend to me now, I shan't 
be able to enjoy myself another moment.” 

His brows shot up questioningly. “And what is it 
you would like to discuss?” 

“Why do the New York newspapers report the pos- 
sibility of the Empire selling Russian America to the 
United States?” 

The man to whom Pyotr had been speaking shifted 
uneasily, while Pyotr Maksimovich cleared his throat. 
“I was not aware you had been reading the newspa- 
pers, Tasha.” He grinned facetiously at the man be- 
side him. “Ah, what havoc results when a woman can 
read not only her own language, but three or four 
others as well.” 

“Pyotr!” she snapped. “You are making light of my 
question!” 

“So I am,” he continued to smile. “Forgive me, 
Tasha. I had forgotten for the moment that, unlike 
other women I have known, you are not to be taken 
lightly.” 
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ica Commercial Company, 
the company your father does business with in San 
Francisco, You see, if England thought the United 


States owned our property, it would presumably re- 
duce the threat of attack.” 


“The whole scheme sounds preposterous,” Tasha 


Pyotr nodded. “As it happened, the British 
otr “As it never 

seeticone sr or any of the colony's 
other outposts, and all of the machinations turned out 
to be unnecessary, Still, the scheme gave rise to the 
rumor, advanced especially by certain senators from 
California, 
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“Yes, I suppose so. It’s a relief to know there 


“You were a whaleman?” Tasha tried to sound non- 
chalant, despite the way her heart jumped at his 


words, 


“Yes, ma’am,” he grinned. “My father was so mad 
when I ran off to New Bedford, I thou 


disown me. Said a 


ght he would 


young man of my standing had no 


a forecastle hand, that I should 
in the family banking business. 


business signing on as 


ha 


stayed 
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tem. 
Tasha smiled . “If you'll me, 
I think you look a good a ee 


than a banker.” 

“That I do,” he laughed, “but don’t let my father 
hear you say so. He expects me to become president 
of his bank some day.” 

“Well, I suppose a banker's life does have a bit more 
future than a whaleman’s. Still, your voyages must 
have been exciting.” 

“I only had one voyage, ma’am, but you're right 
the excitement. We had plenty of that. You're 
right about there not being much future in it. 
That voyage, and my whaling career, came to a sud- 
den end.” 

“Oh.” With an uneasy premonition of what was 
coming, Tasha tried to sound unconcerned, “why was 


smile faded as he said grimly, “We were sunk 
Confederate raider Shenandoah in the Bering 


felt her knees weaken, fearing she was about 
receive confirmation of the news given to her by 
man in San Francisco. “How fortunate that you 
survived!” she forced out the words. 

“Yes, ma’am. But, so far as I know, every man on 
age pam tn, except Captain Dawson. I hear 
some of the other crews weren't so lucky. A score of 
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“Was there,” she began weakly, her voice shaking, 
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7 
i i a 


perhaps going to se 


owak thinking of 
She laughed nervously. “Heavens, no! My 


Tse. teeita takai 
“Ah, well,” he smiled dejectedly, “I was 


might offer myself as an escort. It would be 


(eg i 


ginning to numb her now, swirling wildly in her mind 


so that it was an effort to concentrate on Philip’s con- 
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a So sorry to see you under the weather, Tasha,” 
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and began to lower his body over hers. Suddenly, 
Jared's face, etched in total flashed through 
Tasha’s mind. 

Shaking her head emphatically, she her 
palms against Pyotr’s lowering chest. “No, Pyotr Mak- 
simovich! Please, not tonight! I 

He frowned. “Do I fail to excite you any more, 
Tasha? Did someone else at the ball tonight 
your fancy?” 

She tured her head away, and a tear onto 


He pulled away from her, rolled off the bed, and 
straightened his clothes. perhaps you had best 
try to i 


sleep. 

“Yes, I think I shall.” She slid beneath the covers. © 
“But it's foolish for you to be penned up here, with 
nothing to do but watch me sleep. Why don’t you re- 
turn to the ball and try to enjoy yourself?” 

“I suppose I could.” He looked at her guiltily, “Are 
you certain you would not mind?” 

“Of course not, there's absolutely nothing you can 
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you. 

“Good.” He chuckled. “You may have been forced 
to leave the ball early, but you were the toast of ev- 
eryone who saw you. No doubt your name will crown 
all the society columns in tomorrow's newspapers.” 

She became attentive, as an idea began to take 
shape in her mind. “Pyotr Maksimovich, do you sup- 
pose New York's newspapers are read in the town of 
New Bedford?” . 

“Quite possibly. New York being the metropolis it 
is, I've no doubt its papers enjoy circulation in a rather 

area. Why the interest in New Bedford?” 

“Just idle curiosity. Something someone said to me 
at the ball tonight.” She snuggled into her pillow, a 
contented smile spreading across her face. It seemed 
hs hemgeteenes sized Bedford quite easily 
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her to see him looking so jaunty. “What are you doing 
here?” she whispered, her shaking voice betraying her 
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replied. “A mate named James San- 
ders was kind enough to talk with me. He told me the 
Freedom had been burned and it was believed there 


She paused, then, quickly deciding to postpone any 
mention of her marriage, continued. “Last summer, 


New York, where he was bound on the Czar’s busi- 
ness. 

“I had been so unhappy since hearing of your pre- 
sumed death, I decided to accept his invitation, sim- 
ply as a diversion. We spent several months in New 
York, and only this month traveled to Washington. 
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he is.” 

“You may alter that opinion when you hear what I 
have to say. I believe Stanovsky is here to aid Baron 
Stoeckl in negotiating the sale of Russian America to 
the United States.” 

Tasha sat upright, clapping her hands to her head. 
“No, that’s impossible! I don’t believe it! Pyotr Mak- 
_simovich himself assured me that—” She broke off, 


, “What evidence do you have of this matter?” she 
asked quietly. 

“I overheard some conversations today between the 

baron and some of his aides. He said he was await- 

ing final clearance from the Czar—that he 
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about drawing up the treaty of purchase.” 
“I've no doubt but that they're drawing up the 


conducted. 

“Then we must go there at once!” Tasha exclaimed. 
“Perhaps we can still stop them from signing.” 

Jared laughed. “Do you really think an emotional 
woman and an ex-whaleman from New Bedford can 
alter a course set by emperors and politicians? Be 
sensible, Tasha. There's nothing either of us can do at 
this point.” 

“I can’t believe Czar Aleksandr would do this to his 
subjects,” she exclaimed. “Everyone in Russian Amer- 
ica believes the colony has his continuing support. 
Only a few years ago, Prince Maksutov assured us we 
would continue to prosper for many years. Oh, how 
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Alone in the room, Tasha paced 
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me, Pyotr Maksimovich? When I talked to you in 
New York, you insisted there was no thought of a 
ie.” 

“I did not lie to you, Tasha!” His own voice sounded 
hurt. “Everything I told you in New York was true. 
I allowed you to draw your own _ 

“But you did not tell me all of the truth! You can’t 
deny that you kept the most important facts from mel 
That you deceived me!” 
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know I am not one to beg, but I admit I 
unhappy without you.” 
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Chapter Thirty-one 
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reached New Y. 
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had left early 
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month. 
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hostile country by coach or horseback. I think 


leted, 


_ probably take even longer. The railroad’s not 
rough, 


yiees ‘ 
later 


‘d be better off waiting for a 


“did you ever think 


y,” the harbormaster cut in, 


north. Could save you a heap of time if you make 


good connections.” 

“What do you think, Jared?” her voice took on a 
pleading tone. p 

“I don't know.” He looked at the harbormaster. “Is 
there a ship leaving 

“Yes sir, the T; right over there.” The 
man pointed to a steamer docked a distance 
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Shrinking back from Jared’s towering form, the man 
nodded. “Yes, sir, as you wish.” But he could not re- 
sist letting his eyes sweep to Tasha’s left hand, be- 
reft of the usual wedding band. He smiled knowingly, 


ness. “I mean, I’m accustomed to the snide looks and 
low manners of hotel clerks. And I would be most un- 


moving toward him with outstretched arms. “In our 
hearts, we both know we belong to one another. That 
is marriage enough for the present.” 

Smiling seductively, she looped her arms around 
his neck and ed herself against him. Before he 
could say else, she had caught his mouth 
with hers, and in a very short time, both of their 
bodies were begging for release. 

Later, as Jared slept calmly beside her, Tasha lay 
awake, wondering when to tell him about Yuri. She 
felt guilty keeping the fact from him, but it was too 
soon to risk the happiness they had rediscovered with 
one another. She knew he had been burt by her af- 
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Behind him, Tasha stirred in bed. “Jared 
sleepily, “are you going out already?” 


day 
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even smile at her. “I 
thought get our reservations made early, so 
Some kine ican teeter’ 5 

“Oh, then I'd better get up and get ready. You 
should have awakened me.” She sat up and stretched. 
- “I wanted to let you sleep. Stay in bed and rest 
another hour or so. I can book our passage myself, 
and then come back for you.” 

She considered the proposition a moment before 
flopping down against the pillows. “Well, I am rather 
tired. Are you sure you wouldn't mind? Wait, I almost 


at Trinity's spire while an idea formed 
“You ace sgn Mae he murmured, “for today 
shall be your g day.” 

See ea eee 
mean it 

What on earth would she do? Silence hung heavily 
in the room, until Jared asked in a concerned voice, 
“Tasha, did you hear me?” 


: 
E 


“Good lord, girl, we've waited three years! How 
much more time has to pass?” He stopped and cocked 
his head questioningly. “Surely, you're not still wor- 
ried about getting your father's consent. I doubt that 
he gave it when you ran off with Stanovsky. But if 
that’s what's troubling you, I'm willing to wager he'd 
prefer we travel together as husband and wife than 
as lover and mistress.” 
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“Why?” He sat down on the edge of the bed and, 
her chin in his hand, gently turned her face 
him. “Is it because you fear you might be car- 
rying Stanovsky’s child?” 

She was silent, dropping her lids over her eyes 
rather than face his g gaze. 

“Tasha, if that’s it, I swear it doesn’t matter! Ill 
y raise the child as my own, just knowing it is 


yours. 

Still she remained silent, unable to speak, as a hot 
tear coursed down her cheek. She felt Jared's finger 
gently brush the tear away. 

“Tasha,” his voice was strained, “tell me, is my 
guess right or wrong?” ~ 

She shook her head. 

“Then tell me why we can't be married now. You 
must admit, I have a right to know.” 

With an effort, she forced herself to meet his gaze. 

In the dark depths of her eyes he read confusion 


E 


chin and standing up abruptly. “It can’t be! You 
couldn't have! Why, Tasha?” Feeling a stabbing pain 
in his chest, he turned away from her. 


“I 
how, with him standing before her, the reason 


“I was numb,” she sobbed, tears streaming free 
down her face. “I didn’t know what I was doing! pd 
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erwise have to marry Yuri.” 

‘I next you'll be telling me you already 
have a or two!” 

With a wrench, she recalled her first aboard 
the Svoboda, when she had lost Yuri’ “No,” 


she said quietly, “we have no children.” 


T shrugged. “When 
bound for St. Petersburg. By now he may be back in 
Petropavlovsk, where we lived, or the company may 
have transferred him elsewhere.” 
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“Mistress, you say? I am Tasha Lisovskaya.” 
“I thought you told me you were Mrs. Jared North- 


i elgg pe PP ET Bee: ee 
purser’s scrutiny. “Could you just check, please?” 
With an exasperated sigh, he turned again to the 
list. “Nope. No Tasha Lisovskaya.” His 
voice took on a taunting edge. “You got any more 
names you want me to check before I call someone 
to escort you off this ship?” 
Her mind raced. Jared had only heard the name 
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Tasha felt her cheeks grow hot as she flushed. “Well, 
we had a bit of a tiff today.” Suddenly she stopped 
herself, squared her shoulders, and glared at him an- 
grily. “Really, sir,” she snapped, “I hardly think that 
our are any concern of yours!” 

“You're quite right.” The purser turned back to his 
bills of lading. “The passage is paid for, so I really 
don’t care who you are or what your relationship with 
Northrup is. My assistant can show you to your cabin.” 

Inside her cabin, Tasha sank down on the bed, won- 
dering what to do next. The situation baffled her. If 
ared intended to travel with her, why had he re- 
served separate cabins, in separate classes? Why had 
he given her married name? Why hadn't he come 
back to the hotel to get her? Should she go back out 
him now, or should she wait for him to 


An insistent pounding on her cabin door answered 
her last question. Tasha opened the door to see Jared, 
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“Well,” he shrugged, “I was waylaid.” 
“By several bottles of rum, from the smell of you. 


my the 
“It's your name, isn’t it?” He looked at her peevish- 
ly, making it apparent the rum had not managed to 
his : 


to take the trip at all if you don’t intend to share my 
accommodations.” 
“I said I would take you to New Archangel and I'm 
word—even 


institution of marriage not to carry on with another 
man’s wife! You can rest assured I won't be touching 


you again!” 
Tasha felt her heart lurch. “Jared,” she said quietly, 


and I intend to make our divorce a fact as soon as I 
reach Novoarkhangelsk.” 

“But it's not a fact now!” he whispered bitterly. 
“The only fact is that you married someone else while 
was imprisoned in the Shenandoah’s stinking hold.” 
Throwing up her hands in despair, Tasha turned 
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disorientation. He squeezed his eyes tightly shut, try- 
ing to block out the sunshine streaming in through the 
porthole. From her watchful perch on the bed, 


Jared awoke with a pounding headache and a sense of 
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Jared si then said lightly, “Ship's doctors are 
notorious knowing little about their work. Why, I 
remember a rather attractive doctor aboard the Free- 
dom who once disinfected my wound with rum!” 

She smiled, remem that night aboard the 
Freedom, the night they first made love, but her 
smile quickly faded. “Be serious, Jared!” 


have borne, losing the child, but you mustn't worry 
too much about the future. If we are 


“23s - FeEbe rE: § t2 8 5 yee aie 
PHT AEE er 
ayTTEE cB anil : ely 3 au 
keel Hest Le 1 
qe adieu Ga ati 
bss aut PG HRs 
Gig Rina qi ate 
HTH BE Hui, peas 


i tts eH ee 
f s8ad “2 
A a 
i i Hip bniiads 
i eat lai 
é ey aril : a5e aig 
ALE fhiald i tte: I 
ree Hse eed 
HOH Loree 
eh es! 


Hey 


aise 


eli 


lowing them to read each other's 


5 


384 


4. aie aE sce ae eg wie EEE 
rH it rial b3 uy L i At pH 
fil tig ay ttith 
Hy beste al ils Gal 
4 : aii fy a H tay age 
ie ats He ill 7 Ha iris 
iealysliy ent Pal 
Aik eid vue Hw HE 


father’s approval. 


ae 


aa gggb 2383 
. ei paease FE: 
elit flit a ihe 
: 8 bite i] : Vigg z Ha qt By 
F Hie HIE ; qin Had a 
Hepttitl Bete Hut 
bea pine ile l, 
Toa By 
g ef ges : ‘a: 
33% Fe HE TH 


nie 


ti 


ay Sua kit 
Gecttt? ze af} ve 
y gene 32 s. 228 
s Ht li ail 
ail si: lth 
sath i ee i 

Aste iiss aie B 
Rite ay ue if 


Satis uasen'y hie that igi wham Cece tabs ead 


387 


Yar Saree ath ia 
ii i siti AH tt i it 
a ait Ge tt 
Ei nics nha § It lit 34 AH e ieee 
pi.38 Huai | ale fale tu 4 
ia pails 413735 833 iy qin iF F 
Winteanell Hitt nH eh 
dats nee pales ual 


ee iti ue ; lig Pane ss 
i ine ie : bun ue ue 
eS > Be | ye : * ie ey | ; u 

mei ee 


Ht Ht i taints 
Hee fi ie aut 


63 
5 
§ 
H 
aa 


: 
& 
- 
: 
: 


fel 
a 
bezk 


E 
i 
Wi 
ay 
rn 





throwing his arms wide. 
you, Tasha! What a poor 
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Huddling closer, she whispered, “Ido not rejoice in 
his death, papa. I would not wish death for-anyone. 
But I cannot honestly say I grieve for him. It is a re- 
lief to know I will never see him again.” ‘With a sigh, 


right for you, and now it seems I may have robbed 
you of all future happiness.” 
“What are you talking about, papa?” She stared at 


in a whisper. 

“What!” For a moment, Tasha’s eyes flared up with 
anger. “You burned Jared’s letter to me?” Remember- 
ing how she had agonized, first thinking Jared dead, 
then thinking him alive but uncaring, she was 
tempted to berate her father and blame him for all 
her unhappiness. But as her eyes met his, she swal- 
lowed her anger. 

“Please, Tasha,” he pleaded, “try to understand. I 
had no idea how unhappy you were with Yuri, but I 
did know that if you learned the American was alive, 

would be tormented by thoughts that you should 

ve waited for him. I thought if I sent you the letter, 
it would destroy whatever peace and security you 
might have found in Petropaviovsk. So I did what 
thought was best. I destroyed it.” ; 

Fearing he was about to cry as he realized his con- 
tribution to her unhappiness, Tasha squeezed 
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audience, she looked 
the 


or 
free back to Russia, and the transfer was 
Novoarkhangelsk was to be called Sitka, 
and Russian formerly a colony of the Rus- 
sian Empire, would be called Alaska, deriving from an 
The cowed was begining Aaa a 
was to Major- 
arate igh ay the commissioners and 
in a uncompromising voice, “As of 
this moment, the authority granted me by the 
United States government, I assume command of 
this territory. Maksutov, you will make room for my 
wife and myself in your castle immediately. My troops 
are to be quartered in the barracks without delay 
—they have been cooped up on the Stevens too long. 
Make no mistake about it, until further notice, this 
territory is to be governed under the authority of the 
United States Department of War, and I am the 
commander!” 
“See here, Davis,” Brigadier-General Rousseau in- 


they walked slowly back to his house. Around her, she 

overheard snatches of conversation. “Perhaps we 

should not wait to see any more of the American rule. 

Hasn't the Major-General made it quite clear how life 
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here will be? What is this talk of government by the 
War Department? Wasn't this to be a ex- 
change of property? Perhaps it would be to seek 
ene a 

Mikhail Lisovsky said nothing during the walk 
home. wearily, he kissed Tasha’s forehead as 
they entered the foyer, then trudged upstairs, calling 
to Xenia that he had no appetite for supper. 


The commissioners stayed a week, using the time to 


rosy expectati 
American rule. In addition to other businesses, they 
had founded a newspaper titled the Sitka Times, and 
elected a mayor who was a friendly, decent sort. 

But the soldiers were another matter entirely. They 
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And Major-General Davis did little to 
men. Sometimes he was seen taking 
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seems a bit melancholy, leaving a place to which he 
has given so much, but no doubt it will be a great 
from his heart.” 


burden lifted 
“Why don’t you go with him, papa?” she asked 
head slowly. “I cannot do that. 


E 
i 
i 
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er leaving with a clear 


“But it seems such a shame to miss the sailing,” 
Tasha protested. “There may not be another ship 
leaving for Russia for months.” 

“So?” he shrugged. “I can wait.” 

Swiftly an idea took shape in Tasha’s mind. “But 
that would be such a waste!” she cried. “I forgot to 
tell you sooner,” she lied, “but while you were ill, I 
received a letter from Jared. He said he had encoun- 
tered some difficulties in California, but that they are 
now resolved, and he has booked passage on a ship 
that will arrive here no later than the first of the 
year.” 

“Is that true?” her father regarded her dubiously, 
“I cannot imagine why you did not tell me sooner.” 

“Yes! Yes!” She hoped her smile looked radiant 
enough to convince him. “You were so ill when the 
letter arrived, I could not think of bothering you with 
my personal affairs. But it would be such a shame 
for you to miss the sailing by a day and then be left 
waiting for months afterward.” 

“I suppose that is true. But, truly, I had 
stay long enough to see the two of you wed. 
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mained in his cabin and a to get settled. 
Finally, in the late afternoon, the last passenger 
boarded and the Dvorets away from the 


1867 


a Kolosh known in the city only as Tom. 

During the weeks since her father had agreed to 
sail on the Doorets, she had thought over her course 
of action many times. With 
seemed unlikely that any passenger ships 

, coming from the United States. There might be a few 
troop transports during the winter, but, having seen 
how the soldiers behaved in Si nD 
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Tasha nodded encouragingly. “Perhaps, if we can 
make a bargain.” 

“What kind of bargain?” 

She took a deep breath and tried to sound non- 
chalant. “I want you to take me to the Queen Char- 
lotte Islands.” 


tongue A 
thought you were the bravest and strongest of the 
Kolosh. How can you say it’s too far?” 
He shrugged in embarrassment. “Not too far for 
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took a few toward a nei shack. - 
“Wait!” Tom’s voice He walked 


money 
long as she put enough aside to pay her own passage 
from the islands to San Francisco and to transport 
Theodosia to her relatives. 

Tom shook his head. “No money. White man’s mon- 
ey is useless. Jewels are better. You give me jewels 
and I will take you. When you want to go?” 

“Tomorrow morning,” she said firmly. 

Tom sighed. “So soon? Can you not wait a few 
days?” 

“Tomorrow, or I will find someone else to take my 
jewels!” Tasha hoped her voice did not betray her 
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“She's lying,” the chunky one squealed impatiently. 
bet standing ttn gesbend. Norton and I saw 
her around on the docks y, 
reese do pick her up. Then ewllghe f 
aan tee. 

“You mean she’s so d settle for one of 
those savages?” the black-haired one asked. 

one ; 
she'd pay a savage. Look what one of them gave me 
for an extra bottle of whiskey!” 
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icily, “about who the savages in Sitka are!” 

“Oh hol” the brawny one laughed , “so 
you're a philosopher, too! I'll bet someone wasted a 
fine education on you. What a pity. A woman with a 
body like yours is only meant for one thing.” 

“Oh really?” she smiled sweetly, playing for time. 
aati cg. 5c carn by gerne gentlemen 

recital. I'm told Fon qcite arcompeihied 
rg of music.” Behind her she could feel the 
dressing table. Reaching slowly behind her back, she 
located a hand mirror and a heavy silver hairbrush. 
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smiling 
Beall ppg sca bapa pind pore rei 
Have you ever had a Russian New Year's feast?” 

“Honey,” the brawny one laughed, “you're enough 
New Year's feast for all of us!” 

All three doubled over in laughter at their own wit 
seg De sp eared ig ir Bagge 
Tasha hurled the mirror and the hairbrush at 
heads and raced for the door. ag cli Per 
black-haired one squarely on the bridge of his nose, 
stunning him. Miraculously, the mirror smacked into 
the 158 Slade lace, shaleating on, ieemack ander 
pering his face with tiny slivers of glass. 

She had reached the hall when she heard their 
anguished cries and curses. Suddenly, the ch 
one, the only one of the three to escape injury, 
ized she had sli out of the room. With an infuri- 
ated howl, he for the door and with a flying 
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falling g 

and being carried outside. But what had happened 
afterwards? Had all three of her attackers defiled her 
and then left her there? 


jpanions?” 
He shrugged. “They got tired of waiting for you to 
come around, so they went off to have a few drinks. 
They'll be back later, If not, they can enjoy you some 
other time. You'll be living here from now on, you 


Tasha sat up with a determined toss of her head. 
“I think not!” 
“If I were you,” he chuckled, “I wouldn't be so 
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her eyes. She blinked, then blinked again as her heart 
= exuberantly. It was her own, dear Jared! 

had a beard now, a wild, golden mane tinged with 
red. But the eyes were the same, and the nose, the 
strong shoulders, and the well-muscled body. He was 
really there! His voice was not a creation of her wild 
imagination; nor his form an image conjured up by her 

His lips set in a grimly determined line, Jared stood 
behind the couch. His linsey-woolsey shirt was open at 
the neck, and she could see the sweat beading his 
chest as he held a pistol to her assailant’s head. 

The soldier tried to refnain cool, but the quiver in 


| 


Jared corrected 
ingly. “You dirty scoundrel, this is my wife!” 

“Your wife?” the man chuckled nervously. “You ex- 
pect me to believe that? She's already told too many 
stories about husbands and fathers who don’t ma- 
terialize. Now you expect me to believe you're her 
. husband. What would an American want with a Rus- 

sian wife, anyway? Why don’t you go find an Ameri- 
can woman to protect?” 

Calmly, Jared cocked the pistol. “You're trying my 
patience and insulting my wife,” he said quietly. 
“Now, remove yourself from the lady, or I will be 
’ forced to blow you off.” 

“I wouldn't advise that,” the soldier replied, sud- 
denly confident. “If you care for this woman at all, 
you'd better wait outside until I've finished with her. 
inch, even while you 
pulled the trigger, and the bullet intended for me 

go astray. But then,” his voice turned 
are plenty of other women in Sitka.” 
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ing under his breath as he clutched the wound. 


ea alk sod Tishin watthed ta horse ane vad aioe 
spread across his shoulder. The man crumpled, curs- 


EPILOGUE 
1868 


The bells in St. Mikhail’s Cathedral chimed one 
o'clock as the first hour of the New Year passed. Tasha 
drowsily against Jared’s shoulder. 

were safe for the time being, having taken 

in Bishop Petr’s house, which had been va- 

only a week earlier when the bishop was or- 
dered south to oversee the Orthodox diocese which 
had its seat in San Francisco. Only moments after they 
arrived at the house, Theodosia appeared and threw 
herself into Tasha’s arms, sobbing with joy to find her 
mistress alive and unharmed. The old woman quickly 
realized Tasha’s and Jared’s need to be alone and had 
herself to another room, where she immedi- 
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lieve my eyes. Theodosia was wandering in the street. 
Of course I had never met her, so I thought she was 
just some wailing old woman—until she grabbed me 
and screamed your name over and over. 
“I tried to get her to tell me more but—she could 
429 
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to see you!” 


He slapped her rump playfully. “For a moment 
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“What?” Her voice was shocked. “I didn't—” 
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“No.” 

“Well,” he laughed lightly, “you made that quite ob- 
vious. If I hadn't yelled, your soldier friend might be 
holding you now, instead of me!” 

Tasha stiffened. “He isn’t my friend! The fact is, I 
don’t even know his name. 

“Shush,” Jared soothed, gently stroking her back, 
“I'm only teasing you. And everything turned out for 
the best anyway. Do you want to tell me how you 
came to be there?” 

“I think you could probably guess.” . 

“He took you from your house?” 

She nodded. “He and two others. I fought, but they 
overcame me. 

“And did they set the fire themselves?” 

“I'm sure of it. They had me rolled up in a com- 
forter, so I couldn’t see, but I heard the crackle of the 
flames. I passed out after that.” 

“Why do you suppose they burned it?” 

“Purely for spite. And to add some more excitement 
to their evening. It isn’t the first thing they've burned. 
Several barns have gone up in flames.” 

Jared hesitated uneasily, unsure how to phrase his 
- ots segunda ge coer soo Seana yong 


“Heri, papa sailed for Russia only this after- 
all the servants but Theodosia with him.” 
“And your—husband.” 

Tasha brightened. “I have no husband. I am a 


He sucked in his breath. “Not by your own hand, I 
o. I hated Yuri, but I never would have killed 


him. I wouldn't want to begin our marriage with 
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was on my way to the harbor to check about passage 
when some woman accosted me and claimed I mur- 
dered her husband.” 

“Did you?” 

“OF course not! I've never murdered anyone in my 
life, and I'd never seen the woman before or met any- 
one who looked like her husband. At any rate, she had 
brought some of the sheriffs men along and they 
promptly threw me in jail.” 

“But how could they do that?” Tasha demanded in- 


y: 

“I asked the same question, and they told me just 

to relax, that everything would come out in the 
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might never get passage, and secondly because life 
Let ancinle s-wed“eand tanya dag asa os 
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“So, in the interests of my skin and my 
sanity, I started an overland route. It 


“I hadn't intended to go alone, though it seems in 
the end I might have been forced to. The Kolosh who 
was to take me apparently got drunk last night.” 

“Well, I love you more than ever for thinking of 
making the trip, but I'm glad you didn’t go.” He 
groaned. “I don't know if I could have borne the. 
frustration of arriving here only to find you gone.” 

“Let's not even think about it. We're here now and 
all is well.” 

“Well enough for the present,” Jared sighed. “But 
in the morning I am going directly to the commander 
of this garrison and demand an apology for the way 
eee ee ee 
Tasha tensed. “Don't, Jared!” she pleaded. 
“Yes, I must! It’s unthinkable to remain silent about 
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like this! Those soldiers must be sternly 


“But they won't be,” she sighed wearily, “no matter 
what you might say. Jared, you don’t understand be- 
cause you haven't lived here these last months. You 


no matter how right we are.” 
“Then what would you have me do?” he asked 


“Just take me sway! This is 20 longer the Novo- 
Isk I loved! I'll gladly go anywhere, so long 
as we are together.” 
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think,” she whispered contentedly, “that it has 
begun.” 
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